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	1. Prologue

Prologue: Delivery

Minnow woke to the low moaning of a furnace. With eyes still closed, the world was dark. Then she recalled the time of morning, kicked off her blankets, and sat up. Her hazel eyes, now wide with alarm, glanced over to the empty cots of her brother and grandfather. Quickly, Minnow stood from her straw stuffed mattress and searched clumsily through a large chest filled with her clothes. She pulled her wool leggings and long knitted shirt over her sleeping wear. Stepping into her moccasins, Minnow ran a few fingers through her long amber hair in attempts to tame her mane. Uncaring if her efforts were in vain, she headed outside of her room and descended the stairs.

At the base of the staircase, she was met with another door, which led to the small bakery her family owned. Entering the shop, she was greeted by the early morning smell of baking bread. She tucked a guilty strand of hair behind her ear, noticing her grandfather already kneading a layer of dough.

"Good morning, Grandpa," she spoke quietly as she approached him.

"Ah, good morning my little one," he replied, kissing the top of her head pleasantly. "Slept well, I take it?"

"A little too well," Minnow sighed, plucking her work apron from the wall and draping it over her. "Why didn't you wake me up? I see you had no trouble waking my brother."

"You just looked too comfortable for me to wake you," her grandfather chuckled, creasing the wrinkles against his eyes, "And about your brother, his first day of apprenticeship at the carpenters was today. Couldn't let that boy just waltz in with his sleeping gown still on."

"Still, Grandpa. You shouldn't coddle me just because I'm the youngest," Minnow spoke, easing next to her grandfather and taking a bowl of dough. She emptied the bowl onto the floured counter top and began to knead, "I think I should be treated just the same as my brother. Won't you let me make some deliveries tonight?"

"Absolutely not," came her grandfather's stern voice, rustling his thick peppered beard. "Deliveries are strictly meant for your brother, and you know that."

"I know, but all I ask is for one delivery. Just for one night."

"The answer is no," came his voice, strong and unmoved a second time. "I don't want you to ever set foot outside of this house at night. It's far too dangerous. Don't ever ask me again, understand?"

"Yes, Grandpa," Minnow spoke meekly, forced to adhere to her caretakers strict request.

For as long as she could remember, Minnow was never allowed to wonder the island of Berk shortly after the sun had set beyond the oceans horizon. She knew the reasons for this, since dragons made custom visits to the island during the nights. Although she was never in the mess of those evenings, from her window, she would see orange gleams flicker across the village rooftops.

Minnow understood that dragons squandered what they could from Berk's livestock, and mainly resided to setting houses a flame in that area. Rest assured, she had never seen a dragon up close, only able to spot their silhouettes against the moons light. Her curiosity, however, was slowly devouring her wits and urging thoughts of escape.

She frowned. All she ever wanted really was to be more useful.

* * *

><p>Day had passed slowly for the young baker, who spent most of her time twiddling her thumbs behind the shop counter. Nightfall had come, and her grandfather set out to drink ale at the Mead Hall with his elderly companions, mostly to reminisce on past battles and harsh winters. And like always, Minnow was instructed to tend the bakery, and wait for her brother to make deliveries before closing.<p>

The young girl could not keep her toes from tapping against the wooden floors. Her brother was exceptionally late from his first day of apprenticeship. She continuously eyed the shop window, stirring whenever she saw a figure pass. She was about to start counting the crumbs on the floor until someone entered the store.

"You're late, Dovan," said Minnow, lips curling at her brother. "You were supposed to be here twenty minutes ago. The bread is barely warm now."

"Hey, it wasn't my fault," Dovan replied bitterly, limping towards the counter. "I had an accident this morning on my foot, and I can barely outrun a snail."

Minnow leaned her body over the counter, witnessing her brother's foot wrapped like a pig in a blanket, "Wow. Keep this up, and you might not even make it to become a great carpenter."

Dovan scuffed at his sisters comment, "Whatever. Just give me the box already so I can deliver it."

An idea formed in the back of Minnow's head.

"I'd be willing to do it for you, Dovan," she spoke casually, as if the idea had just floated to her. Her brother's brow arched and she decided to sell it further, "Since you're hurt and travel no faster than a slug, I could make the delivery for you."

"No way. You know how Grandpa feels about you going outside when it's night out," her brother shook his head. "The last thing I need is for the old man to nag me for even talking about this with you."

"Oh, come on, Dovan. Just this once, please?" Minnow begged, leaning further over the counter.

"No, Minnow. I'm not getting my butt chewed out because of you," he replied swiftly, without even the bat of his lash.

The young Viking puffed her rosy cheeks, "Fine, then I guess you won't mind if Grandpa finds out about your little secret."

Dovan leaned back, his eyes large with caution at his sisters words, "What're you talking about?"

"Oh, you know," she shrugged, playing her act coolly. "How you're sneaking out late at night to see a girl who you have no permission to be with."

"How do you know about that?" Dovan's voice was almost a whisper, his skin suddenly paler than a white stone.

"Grandpa may be a heavy sleeper, but that doesn't mean that I'm one too," she answered him, which brought out a low groan from his parted lips.

"Alright, fine," Dovan mumbled, cursing under his breath. "You better be back before our old man gets home. Or I swear, I'll feed you to the first Doomfang I find."

"Hardly anyone has spotted one of those, Dovan. I'd be almost impossible for you to find one."

"That's not the point, Minnow." Dovan groaned with exasperation, rubbing his temples accordingly. "I'm serious, promise me you'll be back before gramps gets home."

"I promise," Minnow smiled, scurrying around the counter and embracing her brother happily. "Thank you so much, Dovan. I'll definitely pay you back for this one."

"Yeah, yeah. Just hurry already," said Dovan, dismissing her sentiments and prying his sister off his crippled body.

Minnow laughed in delight, gathering the prepared box on the counter and prancing towards the shop door. "I won't be long!" She called, before stepping out.

The crisp night air immediately nipped at her skin. She welcomed the cool feeling and grinned. Winter was approaching, and she could already taste savory glazed poultry and honey drizzled biscuits. But out of all the holiday treats, her favorite was still the hot cakes made by her grandfather. She licked her lips at the images hot in her mind, which kept her warm as she walked across cold patches of stone and earth.

Minnow held the box of baked bread close to her chest, in attempts to salvage any warmth still left. She smiled shyly while passing a few Berk villagers: meaty, strong, and over-all intimidating. Almost all of the inhabitants on the island resembled giants, especially compared to her small and thin frame. Even amongst the rest of Berk's youths, she was deemed the smallest. Hence, her name Minnow, referring to a small fish. The young girl was not too keen on her given name, but she pretended that the name never bothered her.

Minnow stared down at the delivery box, taking the note attached to the side to view the address. She didn't recognize the address or family name, but she was keen on finding it and returning home just as promised. Continuing her stroll, her head wandered towards the darkened heavens. She exhaled a puff of steamed breath, gazing at the stars scattered across the vast celestial blanket. In her view, something bright caught her hazel orbs. Her feet ceased, and her gaze persisted the traveling light descending from the sky. Her mouth widened, watching the glowing ball fall towards Berk. Disappearing behind a few houses, a noise as loud as thunder rumbled her surroundings. All at once, bright orange flames erupted, sending sparks and debris into the night. Clamor emerged all at once as a horn was sounded, calling out almost all of Berk from their houses.

Minnow swallowed a lump of fear distilled in the back of her throat. The young Viking girl was aware of the horns presence and it's warning. _Dragons_, the thought sent shivers down her spine. Turning to head back to the safety of her home, she was bombarded by a strewn of Vikings citizens howling and rushing past her. Minnow cowered at the scene, crouching on her knees and holding the box of bread over her head protectively.

"Get out of th' way, Lassy!" One burly man with mutton-chop's hollered at her as he passed.

Minnow watched with stupefaction as more Berk citizens maneuvered around her. She gasped, suddenly feeling a firm grip catch her forearm and place her onto her shaking boots, "What do you think you're doing, Las? Stand proud, and take this to put out the flames," a thick Viking women with breasted plates bombarded her, forcing a bucket of swirling well water into her stomach. Minow almost dropped the box of bread as she tried to balance the bucket without losing a drop.

"B-But, I don't-" Minnow began to explain her lack of experience, but the woman paid no heed and rushed out of the one-sided conversation.

Minnow's head was surely spinning. The situation she was now thrown into was getting the better of her senses. Her stiff legs trembled and refused to take her home, her heart pounded like a thousand Viking war drums, and her mind was swimming in sheer panic. Gathering what little motor skills she had left, she picked up one foot and darted in the opposite direction of the chaos. Yet, fate had it made out for her. In the distance, a figure was running clumsily towards her, and what chased close behind him was a creature she had only seen in books.

"Hurry, get out of the way!" A young boy shouted as he rushed into her view, waving his lanky arms around him to ward her off.

Minnow's body did nothing of the sort, going into complete shock instead. As the boy entered arms reach, he pushed Minow out of the way. Her body lurched towards the ground, and she caught herself on her hands. Never mind that now the box of bread lay in shambles, and bucket of water emptied next to her. However, fate continued to test her. The dragon that was once chasing the boy twisted to face Minnow, completely vulnerable on the dirt. Minnow had now become the prey, and she dug her boots into the earth to scramble away.

"_**You're mine now."**_

Minnow's breath caught in her throat. A foreign voice echoed inside her, rattling her insides. _Whose voice is this?_ The question barely settled in her mind. The dragon's large form hovered over her own, his head retracting to release a hot flame that would surely end her for good. Minnow could only stare into the dragon's jaws in horror, its hot breath growing hotter with each passing second.

"Hey, leave her alone! I'm the one you want, remember?" She heard the familiar voice shout. Minnow blinked wildly as a rock smacked against the side of the red dragons chaps. It growled and shook its head from the pain, screeching as it turned away from Minnow and released her of its presence.

Minnow's chest rose and sank rapidly, propping herself onto her elbows to watch the scene play out before her. The boy had stumbled behind a sizable wooden pole, just missing the dragon's molten attack. Minnow's chest squeezed, noticing the dragon maneuvering around the pole to snatch the boy by surprise.

_He's going to die!_

"W-watch out!" Minnow tried to warn the boy as loudly as she could, but to no avail. It seemed the boys destiny was about to be sealed, until Stoic, the Chief leader of the Viking colony, entered just in time.

Relief seemed to welcome her, viewing Stoic wrestle the beast until it made its cowardly escape. Minnow cringed when the wooden pool suddenly collapsed, rolling down a suspended wooden staircase. Disaster subsided after that, and the citizens of Berk sauntered over to surround Stoic and the young boy. Minnow gathered herself onto her feet, shifting to blend in with the gathering crowd. Silence befell the area, and the screeching of dragons filled the air as they escaped into the darkened sky.

"Sorry, dad," came the adolescents voice, low and almost inaudible with shame.

Minnow's lips formed an apparent circle. If the young boy were referring Stoic as his father, then that would only conclude that he was the infamous Hiccup. Since Minnow had always been home schooled and rarely allowed to leave the house, she was only aware of Hiccup and his antics through talk between her grandfather and brother. From countless stories, she had gathered that the boy was quiet clumsy, flighty, and an over-all terrible Viking. And even though that all might have been true, the fact that he saved her from a dragon told her otherwise. A smile caressed her lips, but was short lived as she felt a hand snatch her upper arm and tug her out of the crowd.

"I thought I told you to stay inside," spoke her grandfather hoarsely. He gave no notion of letting her arm go as he continued to drag her behind him, "I don't even understand what possessed you to disobey me in the first place."

"You don't understand, Grandpa," said Minnow weakly, stumbling on her feet to keep up. She winced at the new pain stinging her arm, "Dovan was hurt, so I thought-"

"Thought _what_, exactly?" Her grandfather stopped in his tracks, releasing her arm. He turned to face her, chest raised and bushy white brows furrowed, wrinkling the folds of skin between his eyes. "So you _thought_ you could just leave the house and almost get yourself killed?"

"But I didn't," said Minnow, almost too exhausted with this redundant conversation to even go on. "Hiccup came along and saved me."

"Hmph! You mean that fish-bone of a Lad?" her grandfather scuffed under his aged beard. "It's a miracle you're still even alive if you encountered him, especially from the disaster he caused tonight."

"Well, he did," she spoke more firmly, annoyed by her grandfathers lack of courtesy when mentioning others. "And honestly, Grandpa. Despite what happened, I don't regret disobeying you."

"Then I have raised a fool of a granddaughter," her grandfathers came quick and harsh, almost springing instant tears from her eyes.

Minnow sucked on her lips, suppressing any fowl words from bubbling up. The way her grandfather now stared down at her weighed heavily on her. The weight resembled wet clothing, clutching onto her skin and slowly bringing her down. Minow couldn't stand the over-whelming self-loathing pressed upon her any longer, and rushed past her grandfather back to the house.

Entering the house, she paid no mind to her brother and his words to intercept her. Rushing up the stairs she entered the only room in the house, placing herself limply on her straw mattress, and burying her burning cheeks into her pillow.

And for the remaining night, Minnow chocked on her own words to calm herself.

* * *

><p><strong>AN: <strong>_Hello! Thanks to anyone who took their time in reading this prologue. Not sure if anyone would be interested in reading further, or having me continue, so please review or leave a small comment if you think I should._

_Please and thank you!  
><em>


	2. Chapter 1

Chapter 1: A New Friend

**The next morning came, almost unwelcomed and unwanted.** Minnow woke cold, and tired, with evident red and puffy eyes. She had spent most of the night struggling to suppress any tears or sniffles. The last thing she wanted was for her brother and grandfather to know of her petty display of emotions throughout the night.

Minnow was left in the room alone to change, and she sighed, lethargically placing her feet inside her moccasins. Lifting herself from her potato sack of a bed, she stretched in attempts to sooth her aches and pains. Rubbing the last grain of sand from her eyes, she sauntered out of the room and down the stairs to the shop. Entering the shop, she spotted her grandfather and brother chatting amongst each other. Her grandfather was the first to notice her. She couldn't help but flee from his gaze by staring at his grizzly-fur boots instead.

"Minnow," spoke her grandfather, his tone low and profound. "I was just about to discuss with your brother the recent turn of events. Care to join us?"

Minnow nodded her head slowly, taking small steps to stand beside her brother. For a brief moment, they shared side-ways glances. Dovan's brows sank, sending her a look of sympathy. Minnow understood this came from last night's incident, and she sent one of her own. She recalled lying in bed the pervious evening, and forced to listen to her grandfather raise his voice at Dovan. She felt like a terrible sister for not keeping her promise, and for allowing herself to be caught in such a dangerous situation.

"As I was about to tell your brother, Stoic had a meeting at the Mead Hall after the dragon raiding yesterday," her grandfather began, taking glances at both of his grandchildren. "Since the number of raids have been increasing, and our livestock for winter in jeopardy, Stoic has decided to search for the Dragons Nest and end this once and for all."

"The Dragons Nest," Dovan repeated the words on his lips, shifting apprehensively on his feet. "You can't be serious, Gramps. No Viking ship has ever seen it and returned to tell it."

"Oh, I'm dead serious, Lad," said their grandfather without the slightest hint of humor. "I've also been chosen to join the search and will be shipping off the island by tomorrow morning."

"But Gramps, what about the shop?" Dovan further inquired.

"Minnow will take full charge of the bakery while I'm gone," said their grandfather, eyeing Minnow at her mentioning. Minnow's chin titled slightly upwards, catching her grandfather's stare. She recalled his burning words and turned a sullen cheek. He cleared his throat and stroked his beard as he continued, "and Dovan, your master was also selected to join Stoic and the rest of us. Be sure to wake up extra early to finish any job you have at the workshop before closing. "

"Sure," Dovan nodded, and surprisingly without a groan of resistance.

"And be sure to also be on time to make those deliveries," their grandfather huffed, pointing a callused finger at Dovan. "I don't want a repeat of what happened yesterday. I swear by Odin's wrath, if I even get a feeling in my beard that your sister is out of the house past dusk, I will swim back to this island and personally deal with the both of you."

"Yes, Grandfather," both Minnow and Dovan said in unison, gulping down the displeasing thought of a good beating or two. For an aged Viking well past his fifties, their grandfather was still built like an Ox, capable of moving mountains if he wanted to. Both siblings could only imagine how their grandfather looked when he was in his prime. Then again, maybe they thought it best to not imagine it.

* * *

><p><strong>Minnow and Dovan stirred from their sleep earlier the next morning<strong>. While the sky was still a dull pink, the siblings accompanied their grandfather to the docks of the island. There, the two said their final goodbyes to their grandfather. And although hesitant to receive, Minnow bowed her head and allowed her grandfather to kiss the top of her head like usual. She was still rather upset with him, but his display of affection slowly polished away any doubt that she had of him still loving her. Minnow just wished for an apology, but felt it would be a reluctant one.

"Alright now. Behave you two, I should be back within a weeks time."

Those were their grandfather's last words before he hoisted a bag of supplies over his toughened shoulder and gradually made his way to the ship. Dovan and Minnow watched silently together as the ship was freed from its post. Once the last ship disappeared over the seas horizon, the siblings went back to their mundane ritual of work.

Minnow attended the bakery the whole morning and afternoon, while Dovan continued his apprenticeship at the carpenters shop. Once her brother returned in the evening, she exchanged a few boxes for him to deliver. Upon waiting his return, she cooked and thought about that lanky boy whom saved her. For a reason unknown to her, she smiled. Then she remembered the mysterious voice that spoke to her that night, and speculated that perhaps…it was the dragon. It was a silly notion, but one that itched her curiosity.

She needed to know.

Once her brother returned from his deliveries, the siblings had dinner and prepared for bed. As Minnow lay in her bed, her head would constantly shift to observe her brother in the cot next to her. His rising and sinking chest, with the added heavy breathing, gave her the signal for an assured escape. Quietly, she eased herself out of bed and made a quick and silent change into her clothes.

Minnow exited out of the house and kept light on her feet to the public library. It was a relatively small lodge with hardly any books inside at all. If there was one thing to know about Vikings, they weren't known to be the most scholarly of all beings. Luckily, this reason alone allowed her to enter no matter which time of day. The library was kept open and public, since no one ever suspected any Viking to steal a book. Once she entered, no one was there to greet her. This was all fine and well, since the books she wanted to gather would probably form some speculation.

Venturing through the isles of broken and dusty books, she reached the section dedicated to dragon knowledge. These books were fairly basic, with mostly guides and descriptions on how to kill a dragon. There was even a recipe book for using cooked dragon parts. She stuck her tongue out at this and moved on. The next book she came across was the Ancient History of Dragon and Man. This one was closest than anything else, so she plucked it right out off the shelf and cradled it in her arms. Unfortunately, nothing else seemed to fit the description of her question. Therefore, she settled on the only history book she had and left without a word.

Minnow knew she could not return home to read her new book, and thought best to take refuge at the Mead Hall. The time of night also eased her worry, knowing hardly anyone would be there to question her motives for being out so late.

Approaching the large wooden doors of the Mead Hall, she entered with caution. Minnow flinched slightly as the door closed with a noticeable rumble. Despite her noisy entrance, silence befell the structure. With a breath of relief she strolled quietly on, searching for a table nearest a burning torch. Her wandering hazel eyes halted, coming to rest on a small figure seated alone at one of the tables. It was a young boy, possessing straight shaggy hair whose color resembled her own. A sense of familiarity swept her.

_It's Hiccup._

Her heart pinched with nervousness, unsure if she should approach him. _I should thank him properly for saving me. It's only polite. _Gathering her courage, she hugged her book closer to her chest and made her way over to him. She stood only a few feet away, yet his attention never left the table. Minnow blinked curiously, tilting her head a bit to view what engrossed him so. It appeared to be a book about dragons, and along side it another book containing a sketch of something she couldn't make out.

"Excuse me." Minnow's voice was small, much like her stature. Despite this, Hiccup reacted as if a lightening bolt had struck the seat next to him. The young Viking boy jumped to his feet, twisting his body to view her with widened emerald eyes. Almost knocking his sketchbook over, he scrambled to pick up the loose scratch paper flying every which way. He dipped under the table to catch a straggler and bumped his head on the way up. Minnow winced at the sight, followed by his groans of pain.

"I'm so sorry, I didn't mean to scare you like that," said Minnow apologetically.

"Me scared? Never heard of the word-" Hiccup's voice cracked, and he coughed out of embarrassment. "More like surprised."

"Oh, okay." Minnow nodded, watching as the skittish boy attempted to hide his readings behind him.

Hiccup noticed her perceptive eyes and rubbed the back of his neck nervously, "S-So, what can I do for you?"

"Well, I just wanted to thank you for the other night." Minnow began sheepishly, and knew she had to continue by the blank stare she was receiving from Hiccup. "I guess you don't remember. You saved me the other night during the recent dragon raid."

Hiccup bit his bottom lip and squinted his green orbs, as if trying to recall the memory. His mouth then parted, coming to the sudden realization, "You're the girl I pushed that night! Oh jeez, I'm really sorry about that. I didn't know what else to do."

"No, it's okay. I'm fine, and it was completely necessary," said Minnow with a shy smile. "I was so scared, I couldn't even move."

"That makes two of us," Hiccup responded with a chuckle, and Minnow could not help but join. Once their laughs subsided, an awkward silence filled the gap between the two adolescents. Hiccup shifted his attention to the book she carried, searching for a good conversation starter to spare them this moment they were having, "Uh, I see you have a book there. I'm guessing you read. I mean, of course you probably read, I wasn't trying to imply that you didn't….and I think I'll stop talking now."

Minnow brought the book over her lips, covering an amused giggle, "I'm Minnow, by the way. Mind if I sit with you?"

"Oh, um, sure. Go right ahead," Hiccup spoke, quickly organizing his scattered mess. Minnow thanked him, and they both took their sets next to each other. Hiccup was the first to speak, "I'm Hiccup, in case you were wondering."

"I know, I've heard many things about you," Minnow replied.

"All good, I'm sure," he responded sarcastically.

"Well, if you count scrawny, clumsy, and disastrous as good, then yes." Hiccup frowned at this, but Minnow simply smiled, tucking a strand of amber hair behind her ear, "But you know, they never mentioned anything about you being brave."

"And you're hilarious," Hiccup reciprocated, brushing off her sentiments. "But if that's what you think, then go right ahead."

"I think I will," said Minnow, gaze venturing to his open books. She shifted her attention back to the gawky Viking boy, "Tell me Hiccup, if you don't mind me asking, what exactly are you reading?"

"Oh, you mean this?" He inquired, lifting his elbow to view the dragon guide. "Ah, you know. Just getting some studying done before bed. It's part of the whole dragon training thing I'm doing."

"Mm, and what about that book," questioned Minnow, pointing a small finger at the black moleskin journal.

Hiccup followed her pointed finger, smiled nervously, and closed the journal. "Nothing important. Just some bad sketches."

"May I see?" Minnow asked, yet her body didn't wait for an answer. Reaching over, she took the journal into her hold, flipping through the sheep skin pages. Hiccup made a noise of displeasure in the back of his throat, attempting to take it back. However, Minnow simply jerked her hands away, and maneuvered in a way he wasn't able to retrieve it.

"You know, that journals kind of personal to me," Hiccup stated flatly, extending his hand to take the journal back a second time.

Minnow took this moment to stand, escaping his clutches and paced a few feet away. Flipping through one or more pages she paused, taking a moment to soak in every little sketch and doodle she saw. She turned, lifting her hazel eyes to beat against his, "These are really good."

"Uh, thanks. Can I have it back now?" asked Hiccup with a hint of desperation.

"Mhm. But I have one question," said Minnow, flipping to the last drawn page and holding it up for him to view. She pointed to the figure drawing, "What kind of dragon is this supposed to be?"

"Oh boy," Hiccup breathed, tugging at a loose strand of his hair anxiously. "That's just…an idea I had of what a Night Fury might look like?"

Minnow raised a brow at his statement, bringing the journal to face her, "I thought Night Fury's would look a little scarier. This one actually looks kind of cute."

"Well, I think everyone has a right to their own interpretation," Hiccup responded, extending his palm and urging for his journal to be returned. Minnow complied, placed the book in his palm, and returned to her seat next to his side. Hiccup placed his journal back into the safety of his pocket. Facing her, he spoke, "What about you, Miss Nosy? What's your book all about?"

"Judging by the title, I'm guessing it's about the history of man and their relationship with dragons," she replied, brushing the ragged cover with her fingertips.

Hiccup shifted in his seat, leaning slightly forward, his attention peaked, "Why the interest?"

Minnow bit her bottom lip, unsure of how to explain. She wasn't going to blatantly tell someone she barely knew of her recent experience with a voice inside her head. Especially since the voice might or might have not belonged to a dragon. Releasing her lip, she merely shrugged, "There's no particular reason. Just curious."

"Right," said Hiccup, lowering his shoulders in some form of disappointment. He drummed his fingers against the table. Pausing, he closed his dragon guide and stood from his seat, "I should get going. It was, uh, nice meeting you."

"Likewise," Minnow spoke, watching as the Viking boy began to take his leave. Minnow turned to face his back, parting her lips to speak, "Hiccup."

The sheepish boy stopped in his tracks, rotating his shoulder to look back at Minnow, "Yeah?"

"I meant what I said before. Your drawings are really good," said Minnow quietly, shyly averting her eyes to the stone flooring. "I really like them and I was wonder if…you'd be willing to draw me something sometime."

"Sure, I guess I could do that," Hiccup replied, scratching the back of his neck. "Do you want anything in particular?"

Minnow shook her head, allowing her amber locks to tickle her cheeks, "Not really. Just anything that inspires you."

"All right, but how should I give it to you?" asked Hiccup.

"I live and work at the bakery on the west side of the town. I tend to the shop all day, so you shouldn't miss me," she replied.

Hiccup nodded, "Then I'll pass by sometime."

"I'll look forward to it," said Minnow with a smile, which caught Hiccups own features.

With a small wave, the two young Vikings said their goodbyes. Minnow waited for the Mead Hall large doors to close before she tended her attention to her book. Opening the cover she brought the book closer, burying her eyes inside its contents.

Her hazel eyes, reflecting the burning flame of the hall torches, blazed with fascination. Silently, her pink finger trailed a sentence before stopping upon a bolded word….

**_'Dragon Born'_**

* * *

><p><strong><em>AN:<em>**_ Hello to everyone again! I'd like to thank my first reviewers for taking their time to write me such nice feedback and inspire to write more. I hope you guys continue to support, because I really appreciate each and every word.  
><em>

_In other news, I will be posting a link to my tumblr, where I will have a sketched and colored a conept drawing of Minnow and how you may percieve her as you read. Hopefully you'll like her design. Thank you!  
><em>


	3. Chapter 2

**NOTICE:**_ I have posted a link to my tumblr, which has a drawn picture of Minnow. Please check it out if you'd like._

* * *

><p><em><span>Chapter 2: Secrets<span>_

'_**Legend for tells of a hero known as the Dragon Born**__, a being with the body of a mortal and heart of a dragon, whose destiny is to unite and prevent the unsettling balance of nature. It has been said; those who are Dragon Born are beings capable of understanding and speaking the ancient and powerful language of dragons. Bestowed with such a gift by the gods, only a single Dragon Born is birthed after the falling of its predecessor. _

_However, 300 years ago, a Dragon Born veered from his destiny. Consumed by his greed for eternal life and power, the Dragon Born failed to uphold his duties to forge the bond between dragon and mortals. His actions started the second grand war between man and the winged beasts. Some say, due to the dark Dragon Born's ways, the gods have forsaken the title, withholding it from any human thereafter. With that being said, none have seen or felt the presence of another Dragon Born ever since._

_With such time passing, it can only be rumored that the Dragon Born led by dark deeds was known as….'_

"This can't be," Minnow whispered hauntingly, flipping to the next page. Her hazel eyes intensified, finding that the next page was completely torn out. Her hands frantically flipped through more musky pages in a heated search, but to no avail. The rest of the book skipped to the old kings and queens that ruled over the lands during the first struggle between humans and dragons. She shook her head in denial, "This can't be it. There has to be more."

"More of what?"

Minnow gasped, slamming the cover of her book closed. Her sight shot up from the bakery counter. She gulped, noticing it was her brother entering, casually making his way over to her. She laughed nervously. And like every time she became nervous, she tucked a strand of hair behind her pink ear, "Dovan! What a surprise. I thought – aren't you supposed to be at the carpenter shop right now?"

As it were, Minnow was unable to continue her readings the previous night. Due to her pestering thoughts of being caught, she was forced to stop her readings short and cage her curiosity for the next day. Of course, she waited to pull out the hulking book until her brother, Dovan, left the bakery to perform his own chores. Unfortunately, fate would have him return when she least expected it.

"Yeah, but I forgot the actual shop key to get in," her brother sighed, making his way behind the wooden counter. Grabbing a recently prepared bread roll, he plopped it into his mouth. "You still didn't answer my question," stated Dovan, voice muffled by a mouthful of bread. He swallowed in one breath, "What were you talking to yourself about?"

"Oh, that," Minnow responded with a shaking smile. She cleared her suddenly parched throat, covering the book cover with her hand, "I've just been reading this…romantic novel! And you know how those books can be. They end in such tragedy, it's almost unrealistic."

Dovan grimaced, wiping his crumb-speckled hands on his tunic, "How can you girls seriously read that stuff? It fills your heads with ridiculous ideas. Watch, next thing you know, all the girls in this village will be forcing poison down their boyfriends throats, just to see if they'll do it for the sake of their _love_."

Minnow bore an amused smile at her brother, "Oh, so you wouldn't do it even if you were asked by your current fling?"

"Pfft! Yeah, right. She's cute but-" Dovan chuckled in midsentence, running a hand through his dark hair. "I'd rather swear my eternal love to a Zippleback than a girl who'd try to kill me for my affection."

"Are you sure you should be saying that?" asked Minnow, leaning relaxed onto the counter.

"Why not? It's the truth," replied Dovan.

Minnow simply shrugged, turning her gaze to the shop window. "I don't know. Maybe because she might just be standing right outside."

Dovan raised a speculating eyebrow, flicking his head towards the shop window as well. His mouth turned to mush, noticing that the girl he had been sneaking about with stood just behind the glass pane. Dovan's lips tightened into a strict smile, waving slightly at the girl, "There's no way she heard that."

And as if to answer his question, the girl's cheeks turned a heated red. Balling her fists, she stomped off without saying a word. Minnow couldn't contain a snicker tickling her throat, "Yeah, I'd say by that reaction, she heard you loud and clear."

Dovan slapped a hand over his face, pinching his nose in frustration, "Great. Now I have to chase her down," he whipped his head towards Minnow, drawing his face in a serious manner. "Time to return a favor. _Don't_ tell Gramps that I'm skipping my chores today."

"Don't worry, Prince Charming, your idiocy is safe with me," said Minnow with a cute smile. Dovan merely rolled his eyes at his little sisters mocking.

Gathering his speed, Dovan exited the shop and chased after the girl. Minnow shook her head, still bearing a soft smile. With her secret still safe, she opened her book once more. Minnow regained her focus, reading what still remained a mystery to her. Although it was filled with interesting historical battles and conquered lands once roamed by dragons, her mind wandered occasionally. Her question, still largely unanswered, tugged at her nerves. _What if…? No, there's just no way I could be._ Minnow sighed. Her imagination that possibly perceived her as something more than a lowlandish baker was a fools trick.

_It's just a legend anyway._

The shop door then opened, chiming the hanging bells and tugging Minnow away from her readings. From her hunched form, she straightened as much as she could, closing her book and turning it over on its backside. With a friendly smile she spoke, "Hello. Welcome to – oh," Minnow stopped mid-sentence. The individual whom entered was not the standard Viking-esque brute she was normally met with. Instead, it was the lanky Viking boy she was gradually becoming fond of. "It's nice to see you again, Hiccup."

"Yeah, same here," he responded, looking about the shop as he made his way over to the counter. "Hope I'm not catching you at a bad time. If I am, I could come back later."

"No, not at all. It's been quiet here so far," said Minnow with a sure smile at his concern. "Is there anything you'd like? We have Sour dough bread, Poppy seed, Garlic rolls, Goat Cheese stuffed biscuits, and even pastries."

"That all sounds great, but I'm actually here for something else," Hiccup began and Minnow stood on her toes, catching the boy fish something out from his pocket. It was the moleskin journal from yesterday night, "I'm actually here to give you the drawing you asked for. It's funny, I thought about it this morning and couldn't help myself. I really thought it'd take me longer than this."

"Yeah, I thought so too," said Minnow, watching as he pulled a loose sheet from the journal and presented it. Minnow gaped at it, eyes glistening with admiration as she took it, "This is amazing! I can't believe you drew it just this morning."

"Really? I mean, it didn't take me very long since I only used charcoal."

Minnow took quick glances from the drawing back to Hiccup. Her toes felt so light that she practically jumped over the counter, grabbed Hiccup by the shoulder, and embraced him in an awkward hug.

"Thank you so much, Hiccup. I love it," she released him, floating back onto her feet. Gazing in 'awe' at the work in her hands, she spoke, "Especially since it's a drawing of a Minnow. I always thought they were kind of small and ugly fishes. But you made them seem so…special."

"N-No problem," said Hiccup with a shortened breath. "It was nothing, really."

"Well, it's definitely something to me," Minnow stated, placing the drawing carefully into safety of her books pages. Shifting her attention back to her company, her nose crinkled with a sniff, "Oh, and you smell like fish by the way. Did you go fishing earlier this morning?"

"Uh, yeah, that would definitely explain the fishy smell," Hiccup chuckled sheepishly, scratching the back of his in embarrassment. "That's when I remembered to draw you something, and was inspired to draw a Minnow once I saw one swim by me."

"I see," Minnow nodded. "Do you always fish, or is this a new hobby?"

"Fairly new I'd say," said Hiccup. Then gulped, seeing Minnow lean in interest. "Well, you know, with the dragons taking our livestock, I thought I'd take up fishing to balance the lack of food on Berk."

"Hm, that's actually a good idea. I should mention it to my grandfather," said Minnow, placing a thoughtful finger on her chin.

There was a pause in their conversation until Hiccup opened his mouth, "Well, I guess I better get going."

"Oh, do you need to go back to dragon training?" Minnow inquired.

"Uh, something like that," the young Viking boys' lips twitched apprehensively. Stuffing his hands into his bear-fur jacket, he glided towards the shop door, "Well, see you around, Minnow."

"Wait, Hiccup-" Minnow's shoulders slumped, unable to catch his attention as he fled through the door without a second thought. Minnow lowered her eyes sullenly. She wanted to return the gift she received with one of her own. _I could always deliver it. _Her hazel orbs lit up at the thought. Wrapping a sweet roll lightly covered in powdered sugar, she left the shop and locked it. _I should be back shortly but…_Minnow then realized she was not sure exactly where the adolescent Berks trained. Minnow did not want to leave the bakery unattended for long, and frowned, knowing she would probably have to wait until next time they met.

As her eyes grazed the patches of dirt below her, she spotted fresh footprints. She blinked, trailing the boot marks as they made their way past a few more misplaced homes and into the depths of the forest.

Minnow shifted her weight on her feet, feeling uneasy about following the tracks on just the assumption it might be Hiccups. The young girl shook her head, riding herself of any doubts. If anything, this would give her the opportune chance of exploring the islands forest for the first time. The idea of adventure caught her will, and motioned her feet to follow.

Passing the entrance to the forest covered in foliage, she was cautious of every sound. Slightly flinching with every stick and fallen branch she would step on. Gradually, she grew accustomed to the noises that would spring up from under her boots. This allowed her to relax, taking in the sights of the dense and misted forest. Abruptly, her boot met something slimy, which squelched under her moccasins.

She stopped to smell it, and chocked. The ick smelt like bitter ocean and dried salt. Nevertheless, she continued to follow it, trying to avoid stepping on it. Unfortunately, she became so engrossed with each little step; she did not notice a large puddle of it at her next step. Her heel slipped instantly, forcing her onto her rump. The steepness of the hill, along with gravity, forced her to slide down into a small alcove. She squealed in fright, her feet crashing into a rock, sending her body forward. With a thud, she landed on her elbows and knees. She coughed at the rising dirt sticking to the back of her throat. _Oh no, the gift! _Her head turned to her sides to find her misplaced bread. Her hazel eyes watered in pure relief, finding it next to her still protected by its wrapping. Picking it up, she held it to her chest and closed her eyes with a content sigh.

Then something dark shadowed over her world, as if a blanket clothed her eyes. She also felt hot breath stinking like fish puff onto the top of her head. Minnow snapped her eyes wide-open, and regretted it soon after. A dragon, black as the night itself, bore its piercing green slits into her very own. Minnow's breath escaped her, and bumps formed on her skin. Its mouth opened, flashing its teeth in a menacing growl. Minnow made a pathetic noise in the back of her mouth, perhaps thinking this was the last anyone would ever see of her.

"Toothless! Don't hurt her," Hiccup's voice rang in her hers, until the boy himself came to stand next to the dragon. He placed his hand on top of the reptile's head, stroking its scales soothingly, "It's okay, she's a friend. She's not here to hurt us."

The dragon huffed, flattening its ears against its head. Ignoring Hiccups words, it gradually advanced. Minnow pressed her back against the rocks and dirt, gazing up at the beast that placed its claws on each side of her head. Her heart beat relentlessly inside her ears, muffling out the calls Hiccup made. Without much thought, her fingers shook as they unwrapped the sweet roll. Shakily, she held the pastry above her. The dragon, referred to as Toothless, lowered its head to sniff and take a conservative lick. Minnow watched as the dragon's narrowed slits instantly dilated. Minnow squeaked as Toothless took her whole hand into his mouth. Strangely enough, she felt no teeth. _I could've sworn I saw some_. Instead, her hand met slimy gums and a tongue that took the sweet roll right from her hold.

Once her hand was released, Minnow shivered at the feeling of fresh glops of saliva dripping along her arm. Toothless gulped and licked his scaly lips. Not fully satisfied with the tiny treat, he pressed his nose against her chest, searching her floured apron for more snacks.

"Enough, Toothless," Hiccup groaned, trying to push the larger animal away. Toothless struggled and whined against Hiccups wishes, but did so nonetheless. With a wipe of his brow, Hiccup reached to help Minnow to her shaken feet, "I'm really sorry, Minnow. I didn't think you would – wait, you followed me here?"

"S-Sorry," Minnow stuttered, still frightened by the whole situation. Even though she was presumed safe, her heart continued to knock against her chest. "I just wanted to thank you for the drawing by giving you something. I-I didn't think you'd be keeping a dragon."

"I know, I know. I'm really stupid for doing this, but please-" Hiccups voice was full of plea. His emerald eyes glazed with worry as he took helpless glances at Toothless, "-please, don't tell anyone about this."

Minnow gave a response of choked silence. Her hazel eyes trembled against the sight of Toothless, whom stared right back at her. Her mouth went dry, and she took a doubtful step back. "I-I don't know, Hiccup. You're not giving much of a choice here."

Minnow gasped as Hiccup dropped to his knees, grabbing her hands and bowing his head, "I'm begging you, Minnow. I'll pay you back with _one hundred_ drawings, whatever you want, just don't tell anyone about Toothless."

Minnow gulped, tending her sight from his pleading form to Toothless. The dragon merely sat, watching them with a tilted head. She wondered if Toothless understood their conversation. The dragons gentle expression told her otherwise.

"Okay…I won't tell anyone," said Minnow quietly, added with a reluctant nod.

Hiccup tilted his chin up. His worried features melted into a mixture of alleviation and appreciation. Letting go of her hands, he stood up. Dusting off his knees, he fixed his bear-fur jacket, "Well then, I guess you've already met Toothless. He's obviously a friendly dragon who likes to pounce on people and eat their bread." Pausing, he walked over to Toothless, patting his thick neck and gesturing a hand her way, "Toothless, meet Minnow. She's a nice girl and probably the only girl on the whole island that actually likes being around me. So be nice."

"Nice to meet you," Minnow said almost in a whisper.

"_**Nice to meet you too."**_

Minnow almost jumped in her moccasins. Her head flicked towards Hiccup, then back at Toothless. "D-did you hear that?" She asked, utter disbelief sewn into her words. Minnow glanced back at Hiccup, who merely quirked his eyebrow, not understanding where her question was coming from. Her arms flopped to the side, "Please tell me you heard him. You must have."

"Uh, I don't think I'm following," replied Hiccup, scratching his head for some sort of clue.

"Your dragon – Toothless. He just talked!" Minnow practically cried, pointing an accusing finger at the dark dragon. Reality was becoming something far and unattainable to the poor girl at this point.

"Uh, well, all he did was growl and make some sort of dragon noise, but I don't consider that talking," Hiccup confessed honestly. At his response, Minnow placed both hands on her head, grabbing her tuffs of amber hair in agitation. Hiccup's lips pinched in concern, "Are you okay?"

"_**Doesn't look like she's okay, she thinks she can understand me**_," said Toothless, cleaning his teeth with his tongue.

"Oh my dear Gods," Minnow breathed, pacing on her feet and covering her mouth in order to restrain herself. Of course, it was not helping as much as she had liked. Her eyes continuously darted from her continuously moving feet back to the enigma of a dragon. Stopping, she pointed a shaky finger at Toothless, "No, I don't _think_ I understand you. _I know_ I do."

Toothless perked his ears, noticing Minnow's unfaltering belief. The dragon's mouth curled into a wobbly smile, breathing heavily, as if chuckling at her absurd notion.

"Uh, Minnow. I think you might be in shock," Hiccup said slowly, as if the young girl's head was anywhere but on her shoulders. "Maybe it's best for you to sit down, and take everything in one breath at a time."

"_**Yeah, I agree. Besides, if you were able to understand me, you'd know that I couldn't fly.**__"_

"Yes! You can't fly-" Minnow stopped herself, face twisting into a look of disbelief. She lowered her rudely pointed finger, "….you can't fly?"

Both Hiccup and Toothless turned to look at each other. Their eyes were wide with shock, and mouths slightly ajar. "That's impossible. You couldn't have known unless you could speak…" It was now Hiccups turn to loose his wits. Minnow nodded, affirming his speculation. Hiccup ran a strained hand through his uncombed hair, now pacing himself. "Okay, we need something else. Um, Toothless, tell her a secret about dragons that you and I only know about."

"_**Not a problem,"**_ Toothless nodded. _**"Alright, how about this. Most, if not all dragon's, are scared of Eels."**_

"Really?" questioned Minnow, raising her brows at both her company. "Dragons are scared of Eels? I would've never thought."

"I can't believe this," Hiccup spoke as if he had seen a ghost. "This is really happening. Toothless, she can _speak_ dragon."

_And it's just the beginning…_

* * *

><p><em><strong>AN: <strong>Hello again! Thank you for the reviews, much appreciated. Please, don't hesitate to let me know if Minnow's Mary-Sue or what not. Also, if you did not read the notice on top, I have posted a link to my tumblr which has a drawn picture of Minnow. Hope it helps with picturing her better in the story!  
><em>
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So, it's been a while since I've updated this, and I actually did this on a whim. I'm not sure if anyone would still be interested, since I took so long to update. That's why I will point out that the chapter isn't very long for that reason.

I actually stopped writing for two reasons: (1) I really didn't have a solid idea of how to form the plot and (2) I'm trying to finish my Naruto fanfic. But, I've thought about this story and I actually have the means to write it! Hopefully I can update this at least once every month. Thanks for tuning in and enjoy.

* * *

><p><span>Chapter 3: The Hero's Calling<span>

"You weren't kidding. There is a missing page, or a few actually," Hiccup spoke, trailing his emerald eyes from the open book on his lap towards Minnow. "It's a little strange. People don't just rip out pages for no reason, unless they were trying to hide something."

"I know; I've been trying to wrap my head around it." Minnow replied, lowering her eyes in contemplation. She quietly bit her bottom lip, "And about the other things this book mentioned…do you think I could be…you know."

"Dragon Born?" her company responded, and the young Viking girl merely nodded. Hiccup cleared his throat, adjusting himself on the mossy boulder they sat on. "Well, it seems possible. Especially since you clearly showed me and Toothless that you speak another language besides Human."

"But then if it's possible, what does it all mean?" Minnow raised her head, attention fixed on Hiccup. "This whole Dragon Born, missing pages, forsaken title – everything."

Hiccup blew a puff of air from his lips, shrugging his shoulders lightly, "I'm not sure either. I've never heard anything about this legend until now."

"Maybe we could ask Stoick. Since he's the chief of the village, he might know something about it," said Minnow.

"My Dad? No, no, no." Hiccup laughed nervously, shaking his head vigorously at the notion. "Mention anything dragon related to him, and he'll start sharpening his war axe. If we're going to do this, we're going to have to investigate on our own."

"Oh, right. I should have guessed." Minnow pinched her lips together, resting her elbows on her knees.

For a moment, the young girl allowed her sights to be captured by the pristine pond. Unlike the ponds still surface, her thoughts were rippling, one over lapping the other. The idea of entertaining the pursuit of her curiosity seemed a little farfetched. The luck of actually finding the missing pages from the book was very slim. Her attention then wondered to the black-scaled dragon, tempting the waters edge with its lips.

"_**I'm gonna get you, fish. Prepare for your worst Nightfurry."**_

Minnow lifted her chin, able to faintly hear Toothless' private speech.

"Toothless," she whispered the name thoughtfully, causing Hiccup to raise a speculating eyebrow. The Viking girl snapped her head towards Hiccup, "Maybe Toothless will know something about it. Can you call him over?"

"Oh, sure. Hey bud," Hiccup cupped a hand next to his mouth and projected his voice. Toothless, upon hearing his name, perked his head up. "Mind coming over here for a bit?" It was not long till the dragon came bounding in the direction of the two adolescents. With a thud, it sat itself comfortably in front of them.

"Toothless, I have a question for you. Have you ever heard of the word Dragon Born before?" Minnow asked, gesturing the open book to the scaly creature.

Toothless narrowed his green slits, bringing his head closer to the pages and sniffing at the printed words.

With a huff he shook his head, _**"Nope, never heard of it."**_

"Okay, thank you Toothless." Minnow sighed, dismissing the dragon. The young girl then looked to her side, noticing Hiccup's interested expression. She sent him a disappointed frown, "Toothless said he'd never heard of the word before."

"Hm. That's probably bad if even a dragon doesn't know about it," said Hiccup. "Look's like we're going to have our work cut out for us."

Minnow's eyes widened at his words, "Us? Hiccup, are you saying you're still going to help me find those pages?"

"Well, sure, as long as you can help me keep Toothless a secret from the rest of the village…just until I figure something out," said Hiccup with an up-wards curl of his lips.

"Looks like we have a deal, Sir Haddock." With a warming smile, Minnow extended her hand for a promising shake. Hiccup revealed a gaped smile of his own, enlacing his hand with hers. "Now, we need to make an oath. I'll go first. I, Minnow Igvard, solemnly swear to uphold the secrets of Hiccup Horrendous Haddock III in sworn secrecy. Or may every troll on Berk snatch each and every left sock that I own."

"And I, Hiccup Horendous Haddock III, swear to keep my word and help Minnow Igvard solve the mystery of the missing pages. Or Thor as my witness, may a horde of goblins raid my underwear drawer and spear holes through all of my pants."

With a light squeeze, the binding handshake was initiated. The two teens went their separate ways that afternoon, and promised to reunite the following day.

During the still night, hours after the sun had dipped below the blanket of ocean, Minnow tossed and turned in her bed sack. The lids of her eyes twitched and fingers opened and closed on their own. A peculiar sequence of images were stringing together in her mind, rendering her restless. She heard whispers from the darkest cracks in the walls, and goose bumps surfaced upon her cold skin. The voice was inaudible, and spoke in a tongue that seemed neither human nor dragon. It felt like a manifestation of both. Like candlelight, the voice waned, growing lighter then heavier in degree, until the language had molded into an understandable utterance.

"_Ish rah…__**seek**__…a hem…__**me.**__"_

Involuntarily, her body ripped itself from her straw mattress. Her back lurched forward and she clutched the material of her comforters, seeking some way to control her unsteady breathing. Her widened eyes darted over to her brother sleeping in his cot next to her own. He began to stir and Minnow gasped, forcing herself back against her bed.

"Hey, Minnow. You alright?" The older boy sat up slowly, rubbing his heavy eyelids.

"I'm fine, Dovan." Minnow responded faintly, turning her back to him. She pressed her face deep into her pillow, taming any struggled breathing. "I just…thought about something that I forgot to do yesterday. Sorry for waking you."

"Uh-huh, no problem, " her brother yawned, flopping back down onto his bunk. "We've got about another hour before the sun comes up. So try not to freak out again till after we're awake."

"Mm," she croaked, forcing her eyes to close.

The last hour before sunrise brought no sleep to Minnow, and she remained silent throughout the morning. She did not dare bring up any strange conversation to Dovan, settling on the assumption that he would make light of her telling's. She was aware how bazar she would sound, and positive she would be assured by her brother that it all was just a figment of her imaginings. The sureness of her claims would not persuade him otherwise, and therefore, there was no point of mentioning it. For what could he do? She realized at that moment, there were certain circumstances where family would not help in the slightest. The only person she could confide in at the moment was Hiccup, and even she was timid to do so. Nevertheless, she believed he would take her a little bit more seriously than anyone else.

The day had passed into the late afternoon, and Minnow flipped the closed sign of the bakery shop. Dovan would not be finished with closing at the carpenters for another two hours, and Minnow took the opportunity to escape to see Hiccup. Arriving at the secluded hideout, she spotted the familiar Viking hoisting an unknown contraption onto Toothless's back. As she neared the pair, the black reptile greeted her first with a gummy smile, prancing away from his trainer and pushing his nose and mouth against her work apron.

"Oh, Toothless. I don't have any bread on me," she said reluctantly, stroking his scaly head with hesitation. Minnow knew she would eventually become more comfortable around the dragon, but years of conditioning would be difficult to break.

"Toothless, seriously bud? I just fed you two minutes ago," Hiccup sighed, taking a spot beside the dragon. He sent a weak grin towards Minnow, "Hey, Minnow. How's it going?"

"Hiccup, is everything okay? You look kind of worn out," she questioned the boy, concern reflecting in her light eyes.

"Yeah, I'm fine. Just stayed up pretty late making this baby," Hiccup answered, patting the leather piece of work mounted on Toothless. "It's a saddle I've made from scratch. For…well, you know."

"Hiccup," Minnow drew her voice low, almost deafly quiet. Her eyes trembled against the dragon, then fixed upon the lanky teenager in front of her. "You shouldn't ride him. It could be dangerous. What if someone sees you? Then how will explain anything to the whole village?"

"Relax, Minnow. I have it all under control," and as if by irony, the belt secured around the reptile's ribs broke off and flung a piece of metal at Hiccups arm. He winched and rubbed the irritated spot, sucking on his lips from the unexpected pain. He then straightened up, noticing Minnows eyebrows furrowing. He cleared the embarrassment from his throat, "That was just a minor technicality. I can fix that easily."

"_**Too bad you can't fix your brain that easily,"**_ Toothless snickered and huffed.

"See, that is exactly what I mean! You can't just get the idea that you can start riding a dragon, Hiccup. You don't know if-" Minnow swayed listlessly on her feet, inspiring a quick reaction from Hiccup to steady her. Even Toothless stepped forward to balance the young girl.

"W-Woah, Minnow. I think you need to calm down, you're stressing yourself out," Hiccup suggested, keeping a firm hold on her shoulder.

"Sorry…" she whispered with a tangible shame, placing a hand over her warmed forehead. "I didn't get a lot of sleep either. I had a nightmare, I think."

Hiccup raised a inquiring eyebrow "A nightmare? What was it about?"

Minnow felt sheepish to speak, but did so nonetheless and explained her experience during the previous night. Hiccup listened, nodding his head every so often in interest and thought. Reaching the last of her sentence she sighed, "…and that's why I was being rather negative just now. I'm sorry for that, your saddle is really amazing Hiccup. And I'm sure riding Toothless would be such an incredible experience. But I'm just…scared."

"Don't worry, I understand," came Hiccup's voice with a cultivated understanding. "It's my fault, mostly. I've put a lot of pressure on you to keep Toothless a secret. Maybe that's why you had that nightmare. And I know it's selfish of me to keep acting the way I am so if you don't want to be around me anymore, I won't blame you."

"No, Hiccup. That's not it," Minnow shook her head defiantly, regarding him with a pressing stare. "I…really do admire you. Doing what you're doing is, albeit a little insane, but it's beyond anything I've ever known. The nightmare wasn't your fault, it had to do with those missing pages. I know it does, and I want to find the answers."

"Then you're saying that the nightmare you had, it was a calling?" asked Hiccup, and Minnow bit her lip and nodded. "And I hope you don't mind me asking, but do you have any idea of where to start?"

"No," Minnow stated confidently, even though uncertainty dwelled inside her. "But something tells me I need to prepare before I even start searching. I need to become stronger, I need to learn how to fight."

"Sounds logical," stated Hiccup approvingly. "But who exactly is going to teach you?"

Minnow simply smiled, "You are."

**To be continued...**


	5. Chapter 5

**Chapter 5:** Training Starts Now

"**Me?**" Hiccup had to stress the word in order to reveal the absurdity of Minnow's suggestion. How would it ever be possible for the village's infamous fish-bone Viking to properly train anyone in combat? The idea had practically taken the words right out of his mouth, "Minnow, maybe I forgot to mention that I'm probably the least qualified person you could ask…ever."

"But you said you were taking the dragon training course," Minnow countered with an observable disappointment. "I thought they taught you how to wield swords and shields to fight."

"And you're right, they do but…" Hiccup trailed a worried eye towards Toothless, and the dragon tilted a curious head at him. Hiccup sighed, returning his attention back to his company, "Listen, Minnow. I _can't_ fight. All I know is that I seem to have this knack for learning and understanding dragon behavior. That's how I've been able to manage this long in dragon training."

"That's fine, just teach me what you know. I'll learn both," stated Minnow, and she was reciprocated with a twisted expression from Hiccup. She seemed to be getting that reaction quite a lot from him, "Please, Hiccup? You said you would help me. And remember that I'm also helping you keep Toothless a secret. So will you, or won't you?"

The awkward Viking boy ran a contemplative hand through his tangled nest of hair. Then, with a breath of defeat, he nodded, "Alright, I'll try my best. We'll first need to get some weapons from the blacksmith shop that I work at part-time. Hopefully Gobber won't notice a few things missing here and there."

"Sounds like plan," Minnow clasped her hands genially together. "Let's do it."

In the dead of night, when the village of Berk was under a heavy sleep, the two adolescents left their homes. They met in front of the blacksmith, both carrying a flickering candlelight. With hushed words and light feet, they entered, sighing in relief once they stepped inside the dimly lit shop.

"The weapons rack is over here," Hiccup spoke low, gesturing for Minnnow to trail close behind. She complied, and almost squeaked when Hiccup had stopped without warning. "Thankfully there hasn't been any dragon raiding's recently, so you have a lot of options to choose from."

"Oh," was the only sound that parted her lips. Her gaze hovered over a wooden crate with an overwhelming abundance of sharp and studded objects. The girl outstretched her hand, briefly tentative of her actions. Touching upon something her grandfather would never allow in his lifetime lulled in the back of her subconscious. Regardless, she gripped the weapon with both hands and pulled, swaying from the added weight in her grasp.

"I got it," she spoke excitedly, smiling with flush in her cheeks. Her arms then shook violently, and dropped the armed club upon the wooden floorboards. Minnow winced at the erupting clamor, and shifted a pair of guilty ridden eyes at Hiccup. "Sorry, I couldn't hold it for long."

"You're fine, that one was almost as big as you. I sorta didn't expect you to hold it for very long anyway," stated Hiccup. "Pick something else out."

"How about this one?" Minnow asked, sheathing a long sword from the crate. Although it appeared lighter, her hands swung to balance the blade upright. Hiccup gasped and clasped her wrists to keep them from wandering towards his chest.

"O-kay, how about we try something smaller and less…sharp," Hiccup suggested and Minnow submitted with an apology, placing the sword back in its place. The gangly Viking paced over to a workbench, gathered something up, and placed it in Minnows care. "Try this, see how it feels."

"A bow?" Minnow asked in a rhetorical manner, examining the long-ranged weapon. The young girl blushed, unsure of how to properly wield it. Hiccup noticed the distress in her body language and intervened, adjusting her hands to take their proper place. She thanked him and pulled back her arm, tugging the string backwards, "Like this?" she asked, prompting a word of approval from Hiccup.

"Yup, you got it," he smiled, patting her shoulder in support. "Of course, you need arrows to shoot. Can't do much with just a bow by itself. Since we've found something that suites you, I'll take the bow and some arrows home with me. I'll need to make some minor tweaks. I'll bring them tomorrow to the secluded area, and me and Toothless will help you start practicing."

"Thank you, Hiccup. You know I—" Minnow was cut short as footfalls and indistinct mutters resounded from outside. Hiccup whipped his head to view Minnow, whom returned with a terror stricken look about her. Hurriedly, Hiccup ushered Minnow to take hiding beneath one of the workbenches.

The unknown presence stood behind the blacksmith entrance, rattled the door on its hinges, and proceeded inside. "Gobber! What a pleasant surprise," Hiccup greeted the revealed figure immediately, placing himself in front of Minnows crouched form. "Uh—what are you doing here?"

"Now, see here Hiccup. I should be askin' you that," The beefy Viking reprimanded, flashing the silver nugget in his mouth. "What do you think yer' doin' out and about this late at night? And coming here of all places, what's with that?"

"Uh, well, you see. I was just…" Hiccup dragged his sentence, searching for something to bring into the excuse. His fingers plucked a piece of parchment from the workbench, "I forgot this! It's a list of, um, things I need to do tomorrow. I'm pretty forgetful."

"Right, and why's that second candle here? Wouldn't you only be needin' one?" questioned Gobber, jutting out his hook of a hand. "I don't suppose you brought someone with yah now."

"No, no! Of course not." Hiccup sputtered with a strained laughed. "I'm still… scared of the dark! So I like having two. It's all for safety precautions, in case one goes out."

"Uh-huh," the older Viking remarked, stroking his thick braided mustache incredulously. "Well, what ever it is yer hiding, I don't want ta' know. I'm goin' ta' turn a blind eye to this, but just this once. So no more sneekin' about at night, Hiccup."

"You got it," said Hiccup with a forced smile. He waved stiffly until the hefty Viking fled the blacksmith entrance, closing the door with enough force to shake the wooden structure. Hiccup blew out a strained built up of air, and leaned exhausted over the workbench, "Thank Thor, that's over."

Minnow crawled out from under the table and dusted her knees, her eyes tending nervously at the blacksmith entrance, "That was really close. Maybe it's best if you go first. I'll wait a few minutes before I leave. It'll be less suspicious that way."

Hesitation gripped Hiccup, until he succumbed to the reasonable notion, "Alright. Tomorrow, meet me at the secluded area. I should have everything ready for you."

"Mhm, you go it," Minnow spoke low with a nod. "See you tomorrow."

"See you," Hiccup bid farewell, taking up his candlelight and proceeding to exit, leaving Minnow to the minimal light left flickering on her own candle wick.

Silence befell the structure, and Minnow watched as tiny shadows danced against the obscure walls of the blacksmith. For a moment, she believed the flames depicted the shadow of an unwelcoming silhouette.

It must have been her imaginings.

o o o

The next day approached, and Minnow had been prompt to the area where her very own training would begin. As she descended the slope of exposed rock and shrubs, she glided into the remote area keeping the black winged beast. Toothless was quick to notice her presence, slapping his tail against the uneven gravel as the dragon pranced towards her.

"Hello, Toothless," Minnow greeted with an uneasy smile, gulping down her skittishness as she stared up at the tall dragon sitting on it's hind legs. "Is Hiccup here?"

"**Nope. Not yet,"** he huffed, harboring his slits casually into her pupils. A glint of mischief shimmered like gloss coating his eyes, **"Oh, wait. I think I see him coming down now,"** Toothless piped, jutting his nose above Minnow's head.

The girl turned in her moccasins towards the base entrance of the cove, head perked in anticipation. Then, her world turned topsy-turvy as a tail swooped under her feet, sending her towards the ground. She caught herself with a yelp.

"**Made you look,"** Toothless gurgled with amusement, flashing his famous gummy smile.

Minnow fumbled for words that could start a heated banter with the dragon. Just as she was about to push herself up, the padding of shoes crunching upon the earth distracted her.

"Hey, buddy. Hey—Minnow?" Hiccup neared the odd looking pair, rending a curious eye and tone from the snorting dragon towards the awkward Viking girl sprawled on the dirt below. He shifted a large rucksack on his shoulder, "Did I miss something?"

"**Nothing special,"** Toothless wobbled with laughter**. "Unless, you count a skinny human girl falling like a twig funny, which it is."**

Minnow pressed her lips into a thin line, swallowing her distasteful urge to argue and complain. The idea of starting a quarrel with a dragon seemed exhausting, and she could not afford to waste one breath before her training.

"You didn't miss anything, Hiccup. I just tripped," Minnow replied firmly, standing up and brushing her dirt caked hands against her gray wool leggings. Adjusting herself on her feet, she paid no mind to the reptile behind her, "So, where you able to get everything done?"

"You could say that," Hiccup beamed proudly, plopping the weighted linen bag onto the ground. Untying it from the top, he fished inside and brought out an item for Minnow to take, "I made the adjustments to the bow, like I said, and even added a little something to make it more…well, _you_, I guess. If that makes any sense."

"Wow," Minnow gasped, fluttering her lashes in sheer amazement. Her pink fingers caressed the polished wooden base of the bow, trailing it till she reached an image of a small fish engraved in iron filling. "It's perfect, Hiccup. Really, it is." She smiled thankfully, unable to take her sight away. "To think you're so talented at drawing, dragons, and welding. I knew you were special."

"I, uh—" Hiccup stammered, finding it difficult to obtain words in all of this flattery, which was not commonplace for someone like him. There was not much he could do about the delicate pink staining his complexion, which worsened under the discerning gaze of his scaly pal, "I-It was nothing. I'm not the best or anything. Gobber's been doing this for most of his life. While I kinda just started, so…" he cleared the fluster building in his throat, quickly changing the topic by fishing out another item from the rucksack.

"I also made you a quiver with arrows inside, since you're going to need it," said Hiccup, helping Minnow adjust it on her back. He smiled at the girl twirling over her shoulder, in failed attempts to view it more. "I also brought one last thing that might be helpful," as he said this, Hiccup pulled out the last content from the bag. Revealing a leather bound book the size of a persons forearm, "It's an Archery book. Since I don't know much about it myself, I think it could be a useful guide to have on us during training. I read a little last night, though. It doesn't seem so hard in theory, but I'm sure in practice it's a whole different story."

"You even did a little bit of homework for me too, Sir Haddock. Thank you, I'm very much impressed," said Minnow, tipping her head in a courteous manner.

The Viking boy laugh at the gesture, "Yeah, not that I could take the words I've read and apply them to help you very easily. In any case, I'm going to carve out a target for you on that tree trunk over there," he said while pointing a finger past Toothless. "Toothless likes to hang from a tree branch sometimes to sleep, but I'm sure he'll be nice enough to share the space with you."

"**Yeah, just don't even bother asking the dragon directly how he feels. Just say **_**'He's nice'**_** and make him fell bad if he tries to say 'No',"** Toothless grumbled in low growls, bounding off to a sizable bolder and settling to brood on top of it.

"He doesn't seem very happy to do it," Minnow commented, as she watched the black dragon groan and puff while adjusting his body comfortably on the rock.

"Don't worry, he'll get over it," Hiccup waved his hand dismissively, trudging over to the shady tree. He stroked and patted the chipping bark, grinning in approval, "Yup, look's like it'll take well." Pulling out a hidden dagger from his grizzly furred boots, the lanky boy began to carve, having Minnow display a picture of a target for him to reference from the book.

When it was done, both of the teens began to read together aloud, deciphering the best method of basic training. Upon reaching the beginner's guidelines for their set up, Minnow took her place at the recommended distance from her target. As Hiccup read out the appropriate instruction, he would intervene during the times when Minnow was lost in her body position.

"Looking good there, Minnow," Hiccup complimented, circling around her to view her entire form. Minnow turned her golden eyes towards Hiccup, and the Viking boy stiffened with self-consciousness, "I meant—according to the book. You know, the stance. You're doing it right," he cleared his cracking voice and flipped a page, trailing a finger against the text, "Okay, let's start doing some breathing exercise's while taking aim. It says breathing is very important, and will help with precision and concentration."

Minnow nodded, lifting her arms and allowing Hiccup to fix her shoulders and elbows. As instructed she pulled on an inhale, and loosened on an exhale, in repetition. Hiccup praised her accordingly, interrupting to fix only minor maladjustments of her arms.

"Okay, I think I'm ready to let loose an arrow," Minnow stated, hoping for her new companion to agree.

"I think so too, but since this is your first time shooting, let's get you closer to the target," Hiccup said, taking Minnow a few steps forward.

Being a few yards away from the target, Minnow took the appropriate stance, and breathed deeply for several moments. On a sustaining inhale, she leveled the bow and pulled back, pinching the arrow between her fingers. Retracting her elbow, she tugged the back of the arrow till it neared her chin. On an exhale, she released her hold, and the arrow whizzed forward, passing the tree trunk.

"I missed," Minnow frowned dejectedly.

"It's only your first time, so you're not going to get right away," Hiccup smiled supportively, taking an arrow from her quiver and handing it to her, "This is why we're practicing. So you can get better."

"Right," Minnow spoke, taking the arrow and hitching it in place. Following the same ritual previously, she released her second arrow. This time, the arrow had struck the base of the trunk, where the perturbing roots caught it, "Missed again," Minnow sighed, reaching into her quiver to take another arrow for preparation.

"At least you hit the tree, sorta," Hiccup laughed. His lips quickly pressed together when Minnow squinted her hues discerningly at him, "Yeah, sorry. I'll shut up now."

Minnow merely smiled at her silent triumph, focusing on her target. Pulling back on her bow, she let loose her third arrow. The arrow flew forward; pecking the tree trunk with the outmost ring of the target was carved. Minnow would have been elated by this insignificant victory, if the arrow had stayed in its place. However, it merely wobbled off and hit the dirt below.

"I was so close," Minnow pursed her lips. "If only I had pulled back further, it would have definitely wedged into the trunk."

"But hey, that was better," Hiccup concluded, jogging to the recently fallen arrow and brushing his fingers against the tip. "Yup, there's a little bit of bark stuck to it. If you pull back farther, like you say, the force should help it stay."

"Alright, here I go again," Minnow smiled confidently.

Unfortunately, every attempt thereafter, did not prove fruitful. Like the arrows before it, it graced the edged of the tree, bounced off the bark, or completely missed entirely. Frustration built inside Minnow, clouding her better judgment as she continued to repeat the same senseless mistakes. Even though Hiccup would try to instill suggestions for her, the girl still had stubborn Viking blood coursing through her veins, and paid no mind. Simply brushing Hiccup off her shoulders as she remained obsessed with making the target by her own means.

At that point, Hiccup had heaved a weighted sigh, and thought best to make use of his time doing something else. Instead of wasting words on Minnow, he sat near the boulder where Toothless remained resting, and took up his drawing book to discover new saddle blueprints.

As the hours began to pass, the sinking sun below the timber forest canopy brought Minnow from her craze. Panting, she lowered her bow, and gazed up at the orange clouds mixing with the deep pink sky. She mumbled a complaint or two, trudging over to the mess of arrows surrounding the base of the tree.

Not one had been able to stick.

o o o

Little words were spoken when Minnow left Hiccup in the secluded area that afternoon. Her disappointment had swallowed her thoughts, making her rude enough not to properly thank Hiccup for his time. She only realized her behavior when she had soaked away the sweat from training during her hot bath that night. Minnow loomed over her selfishness, and made note to apologize to her new friend.

When the following sun dawned, Minnow woke as perusal with her brother. It was mostly natural for the two to converse during their morning chores before their painstaking labor. However, Minnow remained deafly silent, rehearsing in her mind the apology she would give to Hiccup when they reacquainted in the afternoon. Dovan had taken notice of his sister's forlorn attitude, and ceased patting down the dust from his bed sack.

"Alright, what did you do?" Dovan inquires suspiciously.

"Huh," Minnow slurred, half awaken from her daydreams. She shook her head on her shoulders, "Nothing, Dovan."

"I don't know about that," Dovan piped, gazing at his sister with speculation. "I know when you've done something wrong. You always stare at something for like, ever, with the same guilty face. Like you're thinking about it way more than you should."

"No I don't," minnow frowned, countering her brother's remark.

"Minnow, I've already gotten dressed and made my bed. While you literally just sat up, put on one shoe, and kept staring at it—which you still are."

Minnow lifted her intent gaze upon her moccasin at the observational statement; finally gazing at Dovan crossing his arms across his chest, "See. I was right. Now, tell me what you did so I can make fun of you and use it against you later."

"I didn't do anything," Minnow mumbled back, but surely caved under her brother's persistent stare. "I was just a little mean to a friend. That's all."

"Whoa, you have friends?" Dovan blinked wildly, leaning in shock.

Minnow grumbled at her brother's distasteful reaction, "Yes, I do. And for your information, he's better than all of your friends put together."

"Wait—_he_?" Dovan questioned in horror. After a pause, he shifted onto his knees by his bedside, and lifted the potato sack of a mattress to unveil an old skinning knife, "Alright, let me meet him," Dovan flashed the knife in the dull sunlight, "I knew this day would come. When my sister would actually start looking like a girl and not a gremlin to other people," Dovan growled at the reality that was taking shape in his perspective. "By Thor, why did I have to have a sister? Why couldn't I worry about a brother instead? Now I have to take out some kids eye's so that he may never see my sister's—"

"Dovan, you're being weird," Minnow spoke, pointing a wary finger at her brother. She squinted her eyes at her brother's excuse of a murdering tool. "Now put that away. I told you he's a friend, and I would like to have him alive, please."

"Fine," Dovan spat bitterly, gazing at his precious dagger before reluctantly placing it back underneath his mattress and lifting up. "So, who is he?"

"He's—um," Minnow hesitated to give her brother a name. Knowing her family, along with many others, were not too keen on this particular boy. "His name is Beard Muttonchop," she countered, trying hard not to suck in her lips for that lousy lie.

"His name…is Beard?" Dovan inquired with a raised eyebrow.

"His family just moved here from one of the neighboring islands, and they're known for their hairy appearance," Minnow said, feeling a bead of sweat tempt her forehead. "They say Beard started growing facial hair by the time he was five."

"Oh, yeah. I know him then," Dovan brightened with fake revelation. "I think he and his family moved in right next door to the family of Lying Little Sisters'." Dovan narrowed his eyes and tapped his foot against the wooden floorboards, "Nice try, Minnow. Who is he really?"

Minnow dipped her head in shame, swinging her dangling feet shyly from the bed, "It's Hiccup."

A silence lingered until Dovan decided to speak, "Well, if you had told me this a few weeks ago I would have flipped, but now…" her brother trailed, running a thoughtful hand through his nest of hair. "Kids not half bad. People had been talking about him doing well in dragon training, and when I decided to see for myself while on a lunch break, they were right." Dovan cracked an approving smirk; "He's been hiding out on us as a village."

Minnow nodded, fairly aware of the specific reasons for his grand performance. Yet, that's all it was, a truly grand performance. Minnow knew if the village found out of Hiccup's _'Dragon Tricks'_, it would mark an irreversible turning point for the Viking boy; one that he could never come back from. If that faithful day ever came, Minnow would be struck with helplessness.

She would not think of it.


	6. Chapter 6

Chapter 6: First Flight

Afternoon light traced the leaves above the timber canopy. Beneath the forest shade, Minnow padded across damp soil and fallen twigs, talking insistently to herself in hushed whispers.

"Hiccup, about yesterday, I'm really sorry—No, that doesn't sound right," Minnow sighed, trailing her finger against the polished wood of her bow. She gazed at the engraved fish, frowning at the undeserving feeling bubbling in her chest. Another sigh dragged from her parted lips, "I can't believe I ignored him like that…after he went through the trouble of doing all of this for me."

Her labored pace and restless thoughts ceased. A snapping sound from the surrounding foliage ripped away her attention, and her golden eyes lifted to catch the shifting sprigs on a looming bush. Something large was lurking, pursuing her. The tiniest of forest mice sprung from beneath the greenery, cowering away for safety.

_Could it be a wolf? _Minnow gulped at the notion, starting to tremble in her moccasins. Shakily, she sheathed an arrow, placing it unsteadily against her bow. The shrubbery began to shake in violent quakes, forced to bend at the creatures will. A shadow began to surface, and Minnow perceived a glint shining against a sharpened fang.

Sweat accumulated at her fingertips, and without her intention, she released the arrow. A yelp, resembling that of a human, sprung from the greenery. In mere seconds, the figure pushed past the last of the leaves, revealing a Viking girl.

"Are you insane?" The blonde adolescent raised her voice, baring fiery blue eyes against her own. The axe she carried gleamed brighter as she raised it against the sunlight. "You could have killed me!"

"I'm sorry," Minnow finally managed her words, lowering her bow. "I thought—"

"Thought what, huh?" She growled, gripping her axe and advancing closer. Her taller figure hovered over Minnow, and she flinched at her biting words, "Thought you could just shoot an arrow straight to my face? For your information, I'm saving my scars for _dragons._ Not clumsy girls who think they can wield a weapon."

"Well, it's technically your own fault," Minnow returned, with heat produced by the girls condescending attitude filling her cheeks. "How was I supposed to know that you weren't a wolf when all you were doing was sneaking behind me."

"I wasn't sneaking on you, I was sneaking on—" the blonde stopped short of her revealing words, clicking her tongue at her carelessness. "Whatever. Just stay out of my way," as she was about to press forward, she stopped, turning a curious eye at Minnow. "Wait a minute," her eyes narrowed in speculation. "Why are you here in the forest? Where are you going, exactly?"

There was a beat in the air, "you wouldn't happen to be going where Hiccup went, would you?"

Minnow stiffened at the unfaltering question. _She's really intuitive;_ Minnow bit her bottom lip at the observation. Minnow could not say anymore, she knew just by being caught in this situation had caused a ripple that could lead to a disastrous event her friend. Gripping hard on her bow, Minnow sprinted away in an aimless direction.

"Hey! Wait a minute!"

Minnow heard the girls voice calling to her. She ignored it, weaving past grounded tress and hoping over sprouting roots. Minnow squeaked when her foot caught an uprooted portion of a stubborn tree. Minnow quickly rose, stumbling over the uneven gravel.

"I said, 'hold it'," came the girls voice from a distance.

A bead of sweat flew from her temple when an axe whizzed in front of her, sinking with perfect accuracy into the splitting trunk. It bombarded her path, leaving Minnow dazed at the sight. Minnow shook herself, ducking under the weapon and sprinting forward.

Tripping on a slippery frond, her body flew between two shrubs, and crashed against another figure on the other side. She hit the ground, along side her victim, who groaned in protest to the surprise.

"Minnow?" A bleary Hiccup spoke, rubbing his dizzy and dirt covered head.

Minnow lifted her chin at her name, locking sight with the boy who was currently being hunted by a crazed blonde Viking. A word did not escape her. Only a wide-eyed stare answered back to him, filled with an unspoken panic. Hiccup squinted his eyes, lost in her expression.

"Don't think you can get away from me, you clutz!"

It was that voice, which Minnow had just become acquainted with, that Hiccup's features began to match her own, "Oh no," Hiccup drained of the little color left in his otherwise pale completion. "It's Astrid. We need to run—now."

Hiccup jumped to his feet, and hurried to take up the saddle he had been lugging with him. Minnow took the free hand extended to her, placed herself on her feet, and began to run alongside her friend.

They reached the alcove, and Hiccup ran over to Toothless, strapping his invention on the dragon without hesitation. Minnow panted, watching him work as she supported her hands against her knees.

"Hiccup, do you know her?" Minnow asked through her need for breath.

"Yup. I sure do," Hiccup responded, securing two belts around the dragon's belly, and tugging against it for safety measurement. "She's my crush."

"Crush?" Minnow repeated with astonishment. "Well, she sure seems _pleasant_."

"Yeah, I know how to pick 'em." Hiccup laughed, patting the saddle one final time. "Alright, bud. It's your time to shine," the Viking boy spoke to the dragon.

"**It's about time, genius,"** gurgled Toothless, wagging his tail back in anticipation.

"Wait," Minnow spoke with an air of caution. "Are we going to ride him? _Now?_"

"You got it," Hiccup confirmed her worry, hoisting himself onto Toothless. "Come on, Minnow," he coxed, extending his hand. "Astrid isn't like any other girl. She's not dumb in the slightest, and extremely persistent, also determined, strong willed…. beautiful," Hiccup caught himself trailing about his fantasies. He shook his head, refocusing on their current dilemma, "Knowing Astrid, it's possible she'll be right here where we are in a matter of minutes. If we don't leave now, she'll find out about Tootheless."

Minnow hesitated while tending nervous glances at Toothless, who returned with a mocking smile of his own.

"Hiccup," Minnow spoke low. "I'm scared."

"I am too," Hiccup admitted with a supportive smile. "But even though I'm scared, I'm ready to protect our secret." His hand outstretched just a little bit more to her, "Are you?"

"I…" Minnow bore her golden hues against those green eyes filled with promise. Hiccup's words settled inside her, bringing her courage where there once was doubt, and locked her hands with his. "I am. I'm ready, Hiccup."

The Viking boy smiled broadly, tugging her hand and assisting her to take a seat behind him. To calm the rapid beats of her heart, Minnow fastened her arms around Hiccup's thin waist, bracing herself for what was to come—the unknown.

"Alright, bud." Hiccup clipped a parchment of riding instructions in front of him, grinning as he fastened a grip on the saddle reigns, "Let's fly."

Not another moment was sparred. The black dragon extended his wings and pounded the air, stirring dust clouds at Minnow's ankles. With a forward leap, Toothless ascended into the air, pushing the wind around them with every thrust of his wings. Minnow closed her eyes, feeling the force of gravity weigh her chest. In a vertical haul, Minnow clung tighter to Hiccup, praying she would not fall.

The forest lining grew smaller in degree, till it became a blanket of green beneath them. When Minnow's hair ceased to flay around her, and settled calmly against her shoulders, she gradually opened her eyes. An 'awe' escaped her parting lips, tending her sight at the vast blue ocean meeting the sky in an expansive stretch. Minnow could scarcely imagine what the end would look like, although she was aware, these two worlds would never truly meet.

"Sure is nice, huh?" Hiccup called back to her, his voice flogged by the passing wind.

"It really is," Minnow responded in a raised voice, eyeing the glittering ocean lapping against itself. "I've never seen anything like it."

"You and me both," Hiccup stated, briefly joining Minnow in her moment of appreciation. With the rustle of his tussled brown locks, Hiccup flattened his riding instructions flapping in protest, "Alright, let's see if we can start getting some direction going, nice and easy. Position 3—no, 4." With a shift in his ankle, the contraption hooked to his foot creaked at its metallic joints. "Hold on, Minnow."

"Right," Minnow nodded meekly, pressing her cheek against his back.

"**Try not to barf on this fine upholstery,"** Toothless crooned, contracting his wings and dipping downward.

Minnow felt most of her insides crawl up to her throat at the descending sensation. The sea air, bitter and grainy, whipped at her cheeks. "Come on, buddy," Hiccup cheered, reeling just above the surface tension. Toothless's wings slapped against the reaching waves, spraying a mist against Minnow's legs.

"C-cold!" She yelped, shivering.

"Sorry about that," Hiccup apologized with a hidden chuckle, while Toothless joined him with a not so subtle gurgle of laughter. Minnow puffed her cheeks, but released it in fright when they banked too far into a prevailing stone cliff. "Whoa. Sorry guys," Hiccup said after recovering from the brunt collision.

Hiccup moaned a complaint when Toothless slapped a scaly ear against his freckled cheek. It was now Minnow's turn to laugh.

"Ow, okay. I got it," he rubbed the irritated spot, eyeing his sheet for his next plan of action, "Let's see—position 3." A click underneath his boot, and Toothless pointed his head towards the sky, beating his wings with relentless need for leverage.

Minnow yelped at this burst of gravity and wind tugging at her, her back pulled towards the restless sea. Hiccup hooted in excitement, and Minnow could only secure her arms tighter around the Viking boy. The air began to grow thin around them, and Minnow found it increasingly difficult to maintain a steady breath amongst the misted clouds.

"No—No! Minnow, my cheat sheet!"

Minnow scarcely made out what was unraveling around her. The piece of paper that was once in front of Hiccup flew past her sight, disappearing behind her as if it had never existed. Minnow turned in her seat, hoping by some miracle, it would be waiting just in her reach.

"Hiccup, it's gone!" Minnow shrieked.

"I know! I know—uh, just give me a moment," the Viking boy called back, maneuvering his foot around the mechanism. His improvisation began to yield no positive effect. Toothless wailed, flailing his wings as they began to descend at an exponential rate.

"Hiccup, do something!" Minnow begged, burying her face against his back, riding the terrifying image unfolding around her.

"I'm trying!" He shouted in return, swaying his body weight with each unpredictable thrash. Hiccup had bitten his tongue, almost drawing blood, before he was able to regain control. He reeled against the wind, sending Toothless upwards before crashing into the blue waves.

Both the adolescents gasped, as a rock pillar was ready to greet them. Hiccup furrowed his brows, raised his hips, and flanked to the left, scarcely missing the jagged edges. With instincts taking over, Hiccup dismissed any thoughts that dared question his abilities.

"You're doing it, Hiccup," Minnow cheered behind him, squinting against the passing sea spray watering her eyes. "You're flying!"

"**Correction, **_**I'm**_** flying,"** Toothless growled noisily. **"He's only steering. Now, sit back and let the pro show you humans how it's done"**

"Whoa! Go, bud!" Hiccup felt Toothless increase speed, weaving through raised rocks and dipping under bridges produced by Earth's natural artistry. Minnow cried in delight, her body twirling with the topsy-turvy rolls initiated by the scaly dragon. Her head was in a dizzied joy when Toothless turned upright, ascending back into the hanging clouds washed in an orange glow.

The wind around the adolescents settled, leaving their remaining breaths for air, "Wow," Minnow smiled, placing a knotted strand of scarlet hair behind her ear. "That was just…I can't even begin to describe it. You two were incredible."

"Yeah, we were, weren't we Toothless?" Hiccup grinned, patting the thick neck of the dragon. Toothless responded by rumbling in content, "Alright, I think it's time to start heading back home."

"Home…" Minnow lowered her eyes at Toothless, before slowly tending them to Hiccup's back. "Hiccup, do you think Toothless is happy here?" Minnow whispered to him.

"Hm? What do you mean?" Hiccup questioned.

"I mean, before he lost part of his tail, don't you think he had a home before this?"

Hiccup remained silent at the statement, simply gazing out into the pink horizon, "I hadn't really thought about it before," he responded quietly, allowing a pause to settle before speaking once more. "I don't know if I told you before, but, I'm the one responsible for Toothless's tail. I figured I would invent something that could help him fly, but it's flawed."

A sigh escaped his lips, "Toothless will always need a rider."

"Hiccup, I don't know if you realize this, but you can't keep him a secret forever," said Minnow. "Someone will find him. And when they do, and you're not there to fly him, they'll—"

"I know what they'll do," Hiccup interrupted her, words biting and heavy. "I'll think of something, I just need more time."

"Okay," Minnow murmured, leaving the topic to rest. She sewed her belief in the grip of his tunic, wishing Hiccup would sense it, and draw in the support he would need from her.

o o o

The alcove was undisturbed until their arrival. Once Toothless placed his legs upon the gravel, Hiccup was the first to jump off, helping Minnow slip down second. Adjusting their uncomely hair and clothes, a low growl emitted by Toothless alerted their attention.

Upon lifting their chins, Hiccup and Minnow were greeted with the sight of Astrid, appearing distraught at the sight of them. Minnow took a defensive step back, while Hiccup remained shocked at her prevailing image.

"Astrid, how did you—" Hiccup started to stutter, but was soon silenced by the blonde's rising voice.

"_Don't. Say. Anything_," she bared her words with poison, narrowing her bright blue eyes, and raising her hand carrying her sharpened axe. Minnow noted the tremble in her grip, "I knew something weird was going on. First, this strange girl showing up out of no where and now—" the hand carrying the axe stretched towards Toothless, "that _thing_."

"_**Thing?"**_ Toothless huffed, baring his hidden chops and pounding the rocks underneath his claws. **"Oh, I'll show you a thing or two."**

"Calm down, Toothless. She's a friend," Hiccup intervened, placing a protective hand over the dragon's chest. In a cautious manner, Hiccup placed his feet with purpose as he walked towards the unnerved Viking girl. "Astrid, please. Just put the axe down, and hear me out."

As Hiccup reached arms length, Astrid yanked the lanky boys arm and tied it around his back, throwing him to the ground, and placing a dirty boot against his back.

"Oh no," Astrid spat out her words. "I'm not going to listen to anything you have to say."

"**Let me at her,"** Toothless reared, flattening his ears against his head.

Minnow simply placed herself in front of Toothless, spreading her arms out as a makeshift wall, "No, Toothless. If you go over there now, things will only get worse." Minnow turned her sight behind her, lowering her eyes at Hiccup coughing out dirt. "We need to trust Hiccup. I know he'll work everything out."

"Astrid, if this is how you like to talk to people. _Fine. _Don't take your foot off me and just listen…" Hiccup began to retell his story, the incident concerning Toothless, and the predicament currently surrounding the secrecy. All the while, Astrid was surprisingly still, continuing to take in his words, that is, until he was finished.

"Give me a break. Like I'll just accept whatever you tell me," Astrid spoke, slamming the blunt wooden handle of her axe against his lower back. "You and that weird girl are in big trouble. Believe me." With that, Astrid snatched up her axe and picked up her feet, darting away.

"Hiccup," Minnow spoke his name in urgency, rushing to his side and assisting him to his feet. He groaned, wiping the dirt from his mouth and nose. Minnow went ahead to pat the rocks sticking to his knees, "I guess things didn't go so well, huh?"

"Oh, we're not finished talking," Hiccup rubbed the remaining smudge against his lips. With a determined crease in his brow, he waved at the black dragon, "Toothless, c'mere. We're going on another joy ride and picking up someone along the way."

"**Always the man with a plan." **Toothless bounded towards Hiccup, allowing him to climb back into the saddle.

"Hey, Minnow. Don't worry about Astrid," he smiled down at her, revealing the gaps in his teeth. "I'll make sure she's on our side. She may be stubborn, but with a solid argument, she'll consider it."

"Okay, I won't worry," Minnow smiled back. "I'll see you tomorrow?"

"Sure will," he grinned, positioning for takeoff. "See yah."

Minnow waved at her companions ascending into the sky, until their silhouettes disappeared beyond the tops of the forest tress. Once they were out of sight, Minnow gathered herself, and treaded back to her home in Berk.

That night, while her back pressed against her mattress, and Dovan's snoring filled the dark room, she pondered. She recalled the events of the day, watching in a distant space how Hiccup was gradually cultivating as a person capable of making great changes.

At the thought, a burdened feeling settled like stone in her heart. Minnow felt the lack luster in her existence. Compared to Hiccup's glowing talents, and Astrid's displayed ferocity, she was well behind, barely able to shoot an arrow straight. It bothered her to no end.

She did not want to remain so useless.


	7. Chapter 7

**Chapter 7**: Dead End

* * *

><p>"Wake up, Minnow. Before you drown in your own drool."<p>

A soft moan parted Minnow's wet lips. She smacked them together, gaining awareness throughout her senses, and concluded that a slop of drool had slid down her pale cheek. Her brother's chortles lifted her grogginess further, and she quickly whipped a hand over her damp cheek, groaning at the unpleasant feeling.

"Oh, yeah. Leave the house the way you are now, and I'll bet a lamb's leg every Viking boy will battle a dragon in your favor."

"Dovan," Minnow moaned her brother's name in utter annoyance. She lifted her chest, propped herself onto her elbows, and sent a narrowed glance at his hovering form. "Do you have to give me a sarcastic wake-up call?"

Her older sibling simply shrugged his broad shoulders, "Eh, it's in the job description of 'big brother', so I'm going to have to say 'yes'." He grinned in personal amusement, "anyway, hurry up and get dressed, or else we're gonna' be late."

"Late for what?" Minnow stammered, feeling her brother catch her arm and lift her onto her feet. She almost fell back as her brother gripped her ankle and forced a foot into her moccasin.

"Today they're finally announcing the lucky lad or lass that get's to lop off a Monstrous Nightmare's head."

"T-They are?" Minnow continued to fumble on her words. The unexpected news had caught her off guard, and more so if Hiccup had any idea and did not bother telling her. She did not want to assume he would deliberately keep things from her, unless he felt telling her would be useless. In which case, it hurt to admit that even if he had told her such news, her help would be slim to none.

"Yeah, yeah. Now come on, you're slower than a Gronkle," Dovan insisted, tossing Minnow her knitted over shirt.

Minnow clumsily caught it and struggled to pull it over her head and shoulders. Combing out her amber locks with her thin fingers, she hurriedly followed Dovan downstairs to the bakery. Snatching a fresh and fluffy bread roll each, the sibling's paced themselves to the Training Academy.

"C'mon, let's see if we can get a good spot at the front," Dovan called back to her as he rushed across the suspended bridge.

Minnow willed herself to follow, passing a strewn of robust Viking citizens riled up and hooting for the match to begin. She held in her breath, and squeezed between a hulking hairy arm and doubling hips, popping out of the crowd and clutching onto the metal gating of the training cage. Minnow blinked at the unfamiliar sight; below was a round layout with an expanse of dirt for rough housing, a weapon rack for inducing all sorts of headaches, and cages harboring a Viking's natural nemesis.

Amid the shouting, ground pounding stomps, and banging helmets, Minnow traced the foreground. Her sight wandered, searching for the Viking boy she had befriended. Would he be one of the finalists? Would he truly be selected to behead a Monstrous Nightmare? These were questions Minnow wished to be answered. If they all proved to be true in the next few moments, her most dire question then would be, _'do you have a plan like you always do?'_

"Minnow," her brother's voice spoke beside her with a mangle breath. "He's back. Move your skinny butt out of the way."

Minnow reared a questioning look towards her brother, before feeling the space to her left open up. She turned her head over her left shoulder, and the image of Stoick the Viking chief filled the preceding gap. Minnow tilted her head up, gazing in a petrified 'awe' at the towering man. The less than average height adolescent could barely see his facial features, due to his massive arms covering most of her view. What little she could see of his features, we're obscured by the tuffs of knotted beard hair and looming eyebrows. His eyes, heavy lidded by the recent journey across the blue waters, almost complemented the hard stare he mastered through years of life-threatening encounters.

She gulped down what little saliva remained pooled in her mouth, scuttling a few inches away to give the man his required space. As she continued to take glances at her revered chief, his aged eyes lowered in her direction, catching her gaze.

"You're Udyr's granddaughter, Minnow, aren't you?" His gruff voice, thickened by his accent came down on her. "It's been some time since I last saw you. I think you might have grown an inch more since then."

Minnow continued to stare back in a captivated silence. This would be the first time, in a long while, since the chief himself spoke solely to her. When she was younger and tailed her grandfather like a duckling around Berk, she would hide behind his meaty leg whenever he made casual conversation with anyone. And when her Grandfather made deliberate talk with Stoick, the Viking chief would always make it a point to engage with her, even if he had to talk past her Grandfather to reach her.

"Say something," Dovan said in a raspy whisper, motioning her with an elbow.

"No one asked you, Dovan." Stoick brought out his reprimanding words; "She can speak for herself when she wants to."

"Yes chief," Dovan sighed, lowering his head and peering down at his wooly shoes in embarrassment.

Minnow dipped her own chin, sending a reserved look in the upward tilt of her eyes, "I don't think I've grown much," she replied with honesty. "I guess that's why my name suits me, though."

"Listen here," he spoke, and Minnow swore the whole Isle of Berk bowed to the sound of his voice. "Your name suits you because although a minnow is small, it's brave enough to swim in big waters," a rough smile caught to tilt of his lips. "Remember that."

A quiet astonishment settled inside her, warming her heart for the briefest of moments, before the surrounding cheers grew louder in degree. It brought her attention back into the arena, and her pensive gaze raised at the sight of Gobber the Belch leading Hiccup and Astrid into the center. Minnow gripped the cage bars in front of her. Leaning forward, she squinted to see Hiccup and Astrid speaking subtlety to each other. _Did they work things out? Was Hiccup able to convince Astrid to keep Toothless a secret? _These were more questions circling Minnow's restless mind.

Their hushed whispers were disrupted by Gobber's raised hook of a hand, "Today's task marks the ability for either Lad or Las to prove their worth and skill," his bellowing voice came, shaking his own belly. "Whoever proves themselves to be a true Viking Warrior, will be chosen to chop off and mount their very own Monstrous Nightmare head!"

The Hairy Hooligan tribe onlookers responded with a roaring, "Death or glory!"

Neither sounded pleasant to Minnow, since glory most certainly would have to be obtained by a close encounter with death. Her palms wrapped around the bars coated with a cold nervous sweat. Minnow anxiously watched Hiccup and Astrid select their weapons needed for their dangerous trial. No later had they taken up a protective shield that Gobber released a lumbering Gronkle.

The match began, and the Viking adolescents below tumbled and rolled to find protective covering behind a wooden slab. The pursuing dragon took up a nearby rock, rolled it around its chubby mouth, and pelted it against the covering. The slate rattled against the force of the blow, almost knocking it over. Minnow could barely make out the agreeable nods between Hiccup and Astrid.

As the Gronkle floated sluggishly to pick up another boulder for firepower, Hiccup rolled out and waved his weapon and shield around, grabbing the dragon's attention. As it began flying briskly towards Hiccup, Astrid leapt from cover, dashing right behind to catch the reptile off-guard. Unfortunately, the Gronkle had heard Astrid's pounding boots from behind. It ceased its advances on Hiccup, maneuvered its hulking body around, and shot a molten rock against Astrid's axe.

The crowed reared in excitement, watching the axe fly with a spark out of Astrid's grasp, and out of her immediate reach. The Gronkle took this opportunity to fly forward, forcing Astrid to take cover against another wooden hurdle. The dragon was soon to get her, and Hiccup was too far away to make it on time to prevent the impending catastrophe.

Minnow's eye's darted, also predicting the future scenario to come. Her hand clumsily searched her knitted pull over shirt. Reaching into a pocket, she pulled out the bread roll she had taken from the bakery. Without much thought, Minnow swung her arm forward through the bars, releasing the baked good and allowing it to tumble into the arena. The Gronkle halted in its tracks, sniffing the air and catching the insignificant pastry a few yards away. Its mouth hung open in anticipation, beating its wings to get closer to the snack. As it happily took the roll with its tongue, the dragon proceeded to chew in content.

"When did that get there?" Minnow heard Stoick the Viking Chief grumble the question. Minnow lowered her head between her shoulders.

Hiccup made use of this distraction, and closed the gap between him and the Gronkle. Swiftly, Hiccup reached a sensitive spot around the thick dragons neck and incapacitated it, causing it to fall limply onto the floor. Amid the crowds hollering and hooting, Hiccup rushed to Astrid. Assisting her to her feet, both of them looked apprehensive by the turn of events.

"Everyone! The elder will now choose," Stoick the Vast projected his thundering voice.

A low hush settled, as an elderly woman with braided silver hair and sagging cheeks hobbled to the front. Her discerning and heavily lidded eyes grazed the arena landscape. With a bony finger, it rose into the thick mountain air, and shook down at Hiccup. At the unwavering gesture, The Hairy Hooligan tribe pounded their fists into the air in a celebratory manner, with accompanying howls.

"Hiccup…" Minnow's voice whispered dejectedly, watching the lanky boy hang his head at the dismaying news.

"Eh, that was like, no competition at all," Dovan stated, with a shake of his head. "Kid's a genius."

"Mhm," Minnow responded mutely, and with much lack luster.

"Minnow, Dovan. So this is where you two wondered off to," a familiar gruff tenor spoke behind the two siblings. Turning, they spotted their grandfather, home safe from his weeklong journey. "I was worried sick not knowing where you were, Minnow, but I see you were with your brother this whole time. Good."

"Grandpah," Minnow almost wept at the sight, latching onto his perturbing stomach. She inhaled the bitter salt and damp foam still clinging to the threadwork in his tunic. For some reason, it brought a relief, which she hadn't felt in a while, "Welcome home."

"Welcome home, Gramps," Dovan grinned.

"What's this? Afraid your old man would be lost out at sea, hm?" he chortled, shaking his braided peppered beard. The aged man brought his large hands alone to grasp Minnow's upper back, pressing her further against him. "I couldn't be happier to be back to my grandchildren."

With a sigh of content, Minnow released her longing hold on her grandfather. As they separated, Stoick placed a thick palm on her grandfather's shoulder, jostling him in a friendly manner.

"Shame I had to drag your grandfather across the sea on a wasted journey," their chief spoke aloud. "But I believe we still have something to celebrate for tonight," with that, Stoick shifted on one hearty leg, revealing an anxious Hiccup. A laugh erupted from the massive Viking chief, when he slapped the frail boy on the shoulder, pushing him more into conversation. "Tonight, we will celebrate the end of my son's terrible Viking past, and toast to the beginning of his rightful place as heir to the Hairy Hooligan Tribe!"

The mentioned brutish villagers all hooted from behind, lifting the already present smile on Stoick.

"Ah, Udyr. I don't think your granddaughter and my son have properly met," Stoick continued evenly, taking glances between Minnow and his only son. There was a pause in his speech, until another loud laugh caught in his throat, "Well, unless you count that dreadful night about a week ago!"

"Oh! I remember," Minnow's grandfather joined in the rumbling howls, settling a hand on his wobbling stomach. "Not the best first impression, but that's in the past." With a strong smile, Minnow's grandfather pressed his hand against her shoulder, motioning her closer to Hiccup, "Come now, Minnow. Greet the tribes heir."

"You too Lad," Stoick mused, ushering Hiccup even further.

The two adolescents were pushed to the point of being only a few inches apart. They stared uncomfortably at one another, unsure of how to act as though they had just met. Hiccup was the first to clear his throat, forcing his gaze not to separate out of awkwardness.

"Hiccup Horrendous Haddock III," he almost choked on his own name. "Heir to the Hairy Hooligan Tribe. Nice to meet you."

"Minnow Igvard," Minnow practically squeaked out of nervousness. "Baker and granddaughter of Udyr Igvard. Nice to meet you as well."

The two adolescents stood in sheer silence after their pseudo-introductions, while their caretakers nodded in content. Hiccup pressed his lips into a firm line, before inhaling and blowing out his next words: "Dad, if Minnow's grandfather would allow it, I would like to spend a few hours with Minnow to show her my progress in dragon training."

Both Stoick and Udyr shared a glance at one another. It felt like almost an entire conversation was spoken between their eyes, as both of their thick furrowed eyebrows relaxed simultaneously.

"Well, I guess there would be no harm in it," Minnow's grandfather said with a strong nod. "As long as she's not kept past sunset, and brought back on time to prepare for tonight's celebration."

"You heard him, Hiccup." Stoick spoke firmly down at his son, lifting a disciplining finger as he did so. "Even one moment past sundown, and you will be answering to me instead of dragons in the ring. Understood?"

"Yup, understood." Hiccup nodded restlessly.

o o o

"Hiccup, slow down," Minnow pleaded as she attempted to trail the Viking boy from behind. She found it difficult to keep up with him in the dense forest, as she had to push against perturbing twigs and fronds that caught her clothes and hair, "What's going on?"

"I can't stay here any longer," Hiccup finally spoke, not ceasing his speed.

"What do you mean?" Minnow cried out, stumbling on a root and catching Hiccup's sleeve, "Why won't you tell me—"

Hiccup turned around and grasped Minnow by her shoulders, hanging his head low in resolution, "I'm sorry, but I'm leaving Berk and taking Toothless with me." The scrawny Viking raised his head; pitching his green eyes against Minnow's, "Even though it was planned for Astrid to win today's match, in the end, it had to be me. At that moment, I realized something that no Viking would ever admit," Minnow felt Hiccup's hold tighten around her small shoulders, "I can't kill a dragon—I won't."

"That's why, it's better if I leave now before my exile becomes public, or worse, they find Toothless," he continued solemnly, with a wet gloss coating his eyes. "And that's where you come in, Minnow. I'll leave a piece of my torn shirt for you to show the village when you return. When you do, you'll tell them that I stumbled off Wild Dragon's Cliff. Never to be seen again."

"Hiccup, you can't be serious," Minnow's lips trembled. They could barely move to form the proper words, "There has to be another way. I know there is, you always have a plan."

"I don't, Minnow. Not this time," Hiccup drew out a long breath of defeat. "This is it, this is my plan. I'm sorry, even though I promised to help you search for those pages, I can't."

"T-Then I won't help you," Minnow whimpered, sucking on her lips and the urge to cry. "Y-You promised and now—"

"_Ish rah…__**seek**__…a hem…__**me.**__"_

Minnow's breath stood still. It seemed the world had stopped; her words, tears, and aches had ceased. Her golden hues turned dull and distant, and Hiccup was no longer part of her vision. Involuntarily, her body began to drift away. Despite Hiccup's calls, her feet continued to tread the earth, dragging against the rocks and stones breaking at her feet.

"_Tek ah…__**come here**__…itte mann…__**little one**__."_

The familiar voice was drawing her closer, and closer. It echoed louder with each preceding step, until the gaping mouth of a cave appeared before her. It was wide with imperceptible darkness. Minnow's form inched closer, till her toes were just about to meet the black line that marked its entrance.

"Minnow!"

She felt a hand grasp her arm, yanking her back. Her eyes flickered with slim awareness, and she turned a head to view a panting Hiccup.

"Hiccup…" her words were slow, as if she had just woken up from an endless slumber. "What's wrong?"

"W-What," Hiccup heaved his breath. "What do you mean? I should be asking you that!"

"_Et chron…__**the time**__…es han…__**is now**__…"_

Minnow's awareness waned, interring holes of consciousness and entrancing possession. Her expression remained solid as an ice-covered stone, and with the same lethargic speech, she spoke; "I have to go."

Minnow shifted out of Hiccup's hold, facing the wide hole of unspeakable obscurity. Without another thought, her foot touched the black line, submerging her toes, followed by her entirety.

"Minnow! What are you—" Hiccup raced in a panic, swallowing his heart wedged in his throat and proceeded to follow. He entered the engulfing shadow of the cave entrance, and immediately, the surrounding air grew damp and colder. Each step further rattled the rocky cave lining in a bouncing echo that seemed to go on for eternity.

"Minnow," he called cautiously, searching blindly for the smaller girl. It was faint, but accompanying footsteps were padding just ahead of him. Hiccup guessed about a few yards or so. With raised hands, he walked a tad faster, reaching for her. His fingertips met the silk strands of her fiery hair, and Hiccup took this opportunity to lunge forward, wrapping his thin arms around her retreating form.

"Come on, Minnow!" Hiccup spoke in desperation, digging the heel of his boots into the rocky gravel. "Let's get out of here, before something bad happens."

If Hiccup could bite on his own words, he would. After the settling silence of his sentence, the Viking boy heard the faintest grumbles and snores of sleeping dragons. Hiccup felt the accumulating sweat gather at his forehead. His eyes were adjusting to the darkness, revealing the silhouettes of dragon piles surrounding the two adolescents. The snoring dragons were in a deep slumber, and it was no wonder the air had turn frigid. Hiccup gulped at the realization of their situation. If one dragon were slightly warm to the touch, it would wake, and startle the rest of the dragons in the den. It was not such a comforting thought.

"I'm getting us out of here," he whispered resolutely to himself.

However, Minnow had no inclination to adhere, and continued to wander straight ahead, weaving past the towering lumps of lying dragons. Hiccup gasped, catching the faintest sight of Minnow approaching the base of this discovered dragon den. There, the largest dragon resided, and quite disturbingly...the warmest.

In a reigned horror, Hiccup watched Minnow raise her tiny hand between the dragon's nostrils. At the touch, it stirred, blowing small puffs of smoke from its nose. It cracked open its crocodile eyes, rolling downwards to peer at the insignificant human it towered over. Hiccup was certain he had never taken the time to suitably teach Minnow the etiquette of subduing a dragon, yet it was happening right in front of him. The cumbersome dragon wobbled and rolled over on its side, revealing a narrow tunnel faintly lit.

It took Hiccup a moment to process all that happened, until he gained enough clarity to follow Minnow into the tunnel.

"Minnow, please! Snap out of it," Hiccup spoke, grabbing Minnow by the shoulder and turning her around to face him. He made sure to lightly shake her, although he was beyond desperate at this point for some compliance, "Answer me!"

"Hiccup," came her small voice, then a light that was absent from her golden eyes returned. She had to blink a few times, surveying her friends frightened appearance and their unusual surroundings, "Where are we?"

"Thank Thor," Hiccup breathed a heavy sigh of relief, leaning tiredly against her. Gathering his strength, he released his hold on her, "I honestly don't know where we are. You're the one who led us here, and we need to get out. I think we're inside a hidden dragon nest."

"I did?" She questioned, gazing at the dripping cavern walls. Amid her observations, the embedded gems carved in the cave rocks and ceiling began to glow a bright green, further illuminating the tunnel before them. Minnow's eyes glistened at the sight, unable to unhinge her focus away from the brightened trail.

"Hiccup, I think there's something at the end of this tunnel," she finally said, turning her attention back to the Viking boy. "You can turn back, if you want. I'll meet you soon, but I really do think…there's something for me here. I heard it."

Hiccup stammered, watching once again as Minnow floated away from him. He wrapped his hands into fists before proceeding forward, catching her pace and coming to walk next to her. Minnow glanced at her friend, and Hiccup smiled, although it was weary, "I can't let you go by yourself. If you think there's something there, then we'll face it head on—together."

Minnow smiled widely, "Maybe it'll be a sign, that things can change, and you won't have to leave."

"Let's hope so," Hiccup chuckled light heartedly, although there was not much to laugh at during these stressful times.

Shoulder to shoulder, they paced themselves down the tight passage, almost brushing against the jagged mineral deposits poking out of the walls. They soon reached the last of the trail.

It was a dead end.


End file.
